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Bloodbath 


1185 


With the rifle slung over one shoulder, he made his way through the drifts of autumn leaves. Miles from 
home, and in the depths of the Minnesota forests, he knew he was far from alone. Spread across one of the 
state's many forested areas were others like himself, getting ready for open season to begin. Dressed in the 


clothes to match his surroundings, and with his long brunette hair pulled through a cap, he was ready. 


Twisting his wrist, David looked at his watch. 240pm. Twenty minutes left. Finding a thicket of bushes, he 
crouched within the prickly branches and quietly prepped the gun. Peering down the scope, he aimed at a 
nearby tree. Perfect. Clipped to one side of the scope was a small flashlight, perfect for when the sun began 
to set. 


All around him, the smell of fall hung in the air. Musty, and a little damp, it spoke of a long, hard winter, and 
evenings sat before the fire. Ever since The Crash of ‘Bl, food had been in short supply. A huge EMP pulse 
had exploded over Northern America, causing stock markets to crash, power plants to shut down, and the land 
to become poisoned by sewage, chemicals and, in some areas, radiation. The cities were no go areas with the 


small communities furthest from the carnage the best places to be. Money was still being used but prices 


were sky high. No one could afford the meager crops which were produced and for those who owned farms, 
like his family, keeping animals was dangerous. While the tiny communities protected one another, there was 
nothing, bar the gun in his lap, to stop someone from the cities crossing their land and stealing their animals. 
They kept a few; a couple of cows and a few chickens, but that was it. Everything else, any wild animals, were 


long gone, extinct in the first few weeks following the atrocities. 


The government had recognised the lack of supplies and, in ‘83, had signed the "Shoot to Kill" executive order. 
Twice a year, a number of convicts from prisons across the country were released into wooded areas. Those 
who survived longer than seven days were free to go. Those who didn't.. All were felons with misdemeanors; 
DUI, drug dealers and runners, those who weren't dangerous. The worst of the worst, the murderers, rapists, 


and those who had caused the crash, were executed in brutal public events. 


David had heard about them. Elliot had, if his words were true, witnessed one during a visit to what remained 
of Minneapolis. He'd spoken of screaming convicts torn limb from limb, blood darkening the ground of one of the 
parks. The thought had turned David's stomach. Not that what he was doing was much better but, as his 
pastor had said, they had to eat and if the government had given them the order to hunt then they should 
damn well take advantage of it. At least the death he meted out was quick and relatively painless. 


His watch clicked over to 3pm and he lifted the rifle, the butt resting against his shoulder as stared down the 
scope. Taking several deep breaths, he waited. 


It didn't take long for the sounds to begin. The sounds of feet rustling through the undergrowth, of muted 
calls. David knew that, all around him, there were other hunters. He hadn't seen them, but they'd be there, all 
wanting the best pick. The felons would be dressed in bright orange jumpsuits, easy to spot in spring, but 
almost invisible against the leaves of falls. Not that David minded; it made the game all the more exciting. 


The sounds grew closer and he flicked off the safety, and drew back the bolt. A round slid into the chamber. A 
flash of movement burst before him and he followed it. In the cross hairs, he saw a plump man, desperately 
trying to escape. He shook his head and lowered the gun. All fat, no meat. He wanted something young, lean and 
tender. Something with some muscle on it. 


From the undergrowth, a shot fired and he heard the sound of something, obviously the plump man, hitting 
the ground. Someone obviously wasn't fussy about what they ate. 


For a moment, the forest went quiet, hunters and hunted alike having heard the gun fire. The hunters waited 
with baited breath while the hunted silently mourned the first fallen. After what seemed like an age, the 
rustling began again, the convicts trying to make small, inaudible noises. But the hunters were better, always 
better, listening and waiting. 


Something flickered in the corner of his eye and, lifting the gun, he watched as another jump-suited man 
dashed between the trees. This one knew how to play the game and adrenaline pumped through David's veins. 
He couldn't believe he was going to get it so easy, that his kill would come in the first moments of the hunt. 
Previous months had seen him waiting hours until something suitable passed before his cross hairs. Tightening 


his finger on the trigger, he for their back, ignoring the waves of orange hair that streamed down it. Exhaling, 
he went for the kill 


Suddenly, the man whirled around, seemingly sensing someone was behind him. Eyes searched the thickets and 
undergrowth. Despite being hidden from sight, the eyes locked on to the scope, staring straight down the 
barrel. Eyes that were filled with a crazy madness watched him, nostrils flaring. Feeling a silent chuckle swell in 
his chest, David drew the red dot up the man's body, watching as their eyes followed it to their forehead. It 
may have been hunting, but there was no reason it couldn't be made fun and, when the man made a break for 


freedom, he was after them. 


Leaping on to a fallen branch, he sighted the muzzle at the man's neck and pulled at the trigger. Before he 
could fire the fatal shot, the wood splintered and crumbled, his footing falling. The gun fired and the man cried 
out, voice echoing around the silent forest. Cursing, David gathered himself, his shoulder smarting from where 


the gun had recoiled. 


Stalking through the trees, embarrassment and anger burning his skin, he approached the fallen man. He 
writhed in the leaves, one leg drawn to his chest, face contorted in pain Swinging the gun on to his shoulder, 
David growled and crouched beside the man. Dragging the hand from his leg, he examined the wound. The leg of 
the jumpsuit had been torn, the bullet barely grazing the skin below. There was a patch of red raw skin, and it 
would bruise. But by the time that happened, the man would be long dead. 


Standing up, David slid the gun from his shoulder and roughly pulled the bolt back. Another round slid in to the 
chamber. The frustration of missing his perfect shot boiled through him and he lined the muzzle up with the 
man's throat. His finger curled around the trigger and the breath left his body. Calm, steady, ready. 


"Please." It was barely a whisper, a gentle breeze through the trees. 


Looking over the gun, David looked down in to the man's face. His eyes were now open, the craziness replaced 
with pain and fear. He'd seen it before, on other hunts, that final flicker of emotion before the life was snuffed 


out. 
"Please." It never grew in volume, hanging on the man’s lips. 
"You're a convicted felon," David hissed between clenched teeth. "Tell me why | shouldnt kill you.” 


The man lay still, his hair and clothing all but making him disappear into the mounds of leaves. Autumn clung to 
them, its scents thrown up by their movements. Through it, David caught the sharp scent of urine. The man's 
throat moved and his eyes glistened in the dying sunlight. The front of his garishly coloured jumpsuit was 
stained wet. David felt his heart twist, the adrenaline and anger beginning to pulse away. Determined to 
recapture them, he raised the gun, pressing it firmly against his shoulder. Beneath him, the man flinched, 
hands coming up to his head. David chuckled; like that would help. It always amused him when the quarry 
futilely tried to protect themselves. 


"| don't deserve to die," the words were uttered from beyond its fingers, although they could have come from 


beyond the grave. 


"Yeah, right" David felt the gun begin to give beneath his fingers, the trigger easing back. The man knew it was 


no use running. He was as good as dead. 
"Please..." 


His finger slid from the trigger and worked the safety back on Slipping the strap over his shoulder, David knelt 
beside the man and tugged his hands from his face. Tears soaked his cheeks, eyes red. They flicked between 
David and the gun, searching for something. David knew he was in danger and he slung the gun behind himself. 
Although the county released supposedly non-violent felons, he wasn't going to take a chance. They'd do 
anything to see the week out. 


Yet there was something about the flame-haired man, about his sobbing and tears. It worked its way beneath 
David's skin and to his heart. 


"For fuck's sake." He dragged the cap from his head and ran a hand through his hair and looked around himself. 
"Get yourself in to those bushes. I'm gonna fire another shot" The man's eyes went wide with terror. "Look, 
gotta make it sound like I've killed you. Because if | don't, someone else will come and finish the job. You stay 
right where | leave you until | come back with the truck. Okay?" 


The man swallowed and nodded. 


Retrieving the gun, he ordered the man to his hands and knees. "And no pissing about. ‘cause | really will finish 


you off" 


Walking him to the thick knot of branches, he aimed the gun at the ground. The man flinched and, a split 


second later, the slug entered the ground. 


woun 


Snatching the flashlight from the side of the gun, he shoved the now empty weapon into its bag and cursed 
himself. Not only would the already lean winter months be even harder to survive, but he was also harbouring 
a convicted felon. The sentence, he knew, was the same as the man he was helping; to one day be at the wrong 


end of someone's gun. 


Darkness was falling and he turned on the light, storming through the trees. The truck sat on a road a mile 
from where he'd left the man. He'd drive it as close as he could before loading the man in and getting the hell 
out of Dodge. 


How to explain it to his mother? How to explain that they'd have nothing for Thanksgiving or Christmas? How 
to explain that the man he'd just escorted in to the house was a felon. More to the point, the felon who was 


supposed to be gracing their dinner plates? 


The anger and stress snatched at his muscles and he broke in to a light run The light from the flashlight 
bounced from the trees, the forest now eerily silent. He'd barely heard another shot, the only others coming 


from miles across the wooded land. 


Rounding a corner, he gratefully laid eyes on his truck. Old and cranky, it only just about ran. Fuel was stil 
available and, from selling off parts of the crops, they were able to buy fuel, among other supplies. 


Leaning against the truck, he drew in deep breaths, steadying his heart rate. Once it had settled, he heaved the 
door open and threw himself in. Behind the seat was a bag of old clothes, ones he carried in case of cold, or 


emergency. Placing them on the seat, he started the truck and headed back for the man 


wvunu 


Stripped and dressed in David's old clothes, the man sat silently beside him. Somehow, they'd made it out of 
the trees without being spotted. The roads were pitch black, any street lights having been turned out long ago 
to conserve energy. Despite it being five years since The Crash, the country was still struggling to get back on 
its feet. Every step forward seemed to cause four steps back. Nothing worked properly and the people were 
tired. The government seemed to have all but given up. 


"Whats your name?" he finally asked. 
"Dave." The man's voice sounded calmer. 


"Okay," David began, "here's how it works. About ten miles out from Jackson, I'm going to pull over and you're 
going to get down behind the seats. The cops will be blocking every road in to town, waiting for the hunters. 
They count everyone in and everyone out and they'll be checking to see who's shot who. If they find you alive, 
they'll most definitely kill you. When we get to the house, I'll explain to Mom that you're heading for LA and 
need a place to stay for a couple of days. But I'm warning you now; if you so much as fuck up, I'll turn you 
loose. Understand?" 


The man grunted. 


"l'Il take that as agreement." He turned to look at the man, taking in his shadowy form. David held out a hand. 
"My name's David. David Ellefson." 


Dave took his hand and shook and, in the bleak night, David was sure he saw him smile. 


The road stretched out before them, long and straight. His thoughts turned to LA. He was supposed to be 
there now, living his dreams, playing on stage to thousands of adoring fans. Instead, The Crash had slammed in 
to the country, his dreams shattering with them. He was bitter but he tried not to let it show, for his 


family's sake as well as his own 


The silence was thick but there was no use turning the radio on. Like the televisions, it would be dead, 
destroyed by the pulse. However, unlike TV, the radios did broadcast for a few hours a day, delivering essential 
information and news to those who were lucky enough to have power and a radio which worked. Somehow, 
despite the crippling destruction, small, local stations had managed to start broadcasting. Still, he missed the 
music, missed hearing his favourite bands played. Heck, he missed making music, missed hearing his bass 
thunder through the tiny practice amp. Even if he could get a few moments of practice in, it did nothing to 
ease the ache in his soul. 

"So, how'd you wind up in Minnesota then?" 

Dave was quiet for a moment. "Hitchin: back from NY." 


"Hitch-hiking's not a crime." 


The silence grew again and David felt a shiver go down his spine. Perhaps the guy really was violent and 


there'd been some mix up with his paperwork. 
"Yeah, but drug dealing is." 
"What were you doing in New York?" 


He heard a husky chuckle, but it wasn't malicious, instead filled with a hint of warmth. "You're mouthy, aren't 
ya?" 


David felt himself smile. "Yeah. Mom keeps telling me | talk to much. But | like it, you know? Love finding out 


about people. So come on, NY." 


"Was there recording an album." 


The truck began to slide to the centre of the road and he pulled it back. Not that there was any other traffic 
for them to hit. 


"You're kidding?!" 
"Nah, not kidding." 


"What kind of music?" His interest had been piqued, his fingers starting to tap rhythms against them steering 


wheel. 
"Metal." 


David let out a low "Woah" and struggled to keep his eyes on the road. 


"Yeah," Dave carried on. "But the band | was with wanted me out. No buses running, no nothing, so | began 
hitching. Got caught dealing some drugs and got tossed in to jail. While | was there, they signed that fucking 
death order." 


"But you must have been recording after The Crash? How did that work?" 


He heard Dave shift in the seat and quickly apologised, "Sorry if I'm asking too much. It's just I'm a musician as 


well. Wanted to get out to LA and make it big." 


"Nah, you're not asking too much." Dave's voice was low, hinted with melancholy. He sighed. "It was when the 
record companies still gave a rats ass. Before they all started imploding. They managed to get us to NY, 
managed to get us the gear, managed to secure the power. Then the band decided they didn't want me any 
more. Called me a liability and kicked me out. Had to get back to LA some how, so | called in some contacts and 


started dealing." 
"There were still drugs available?" 


Dave chuckled. "There are drugs available any time, especially in times when the country’s in deep shit. So what 


do you play?" 
"Bass mainly. Play the piano a bit." 
"Cool." 


Drumming his fingers against the wheel, David bit his lip, questions rolling through his mind. Suddenly the man 
he should have killed was quickly becoming a man he liked. They had so much in common, music, jamming, their 
names. He'd never have known this until he'd pulled up to the road block and declared his kills. Then it would 


have been too late to turn back the clock. 


A road sign came in to view, caught in the headlights. Jackson, I2 miles He let the truck drift to the side of the 
road and turned off the engine. Brushing the loose strands of hair from his eyes, he turned to Dave. 


"Okay, time to get under the blankets. Stay still, and don't say anything.’ 


One Night 


Two patrol cars blocked the road. At least the police force had the money to keep up appearances. Rolling to a 
halt, he flicked his licenses from above the windshield. There were three; drivers, gun ownership, and hunting. 
Trying to keep his breathing steady, he opened the window, squinting as a flashlight was shone in his eyes. 
"Licenses." The policeman sounded gruff and bored. He'd probably been waiting all day. 

Handing them over, David waited while they were examined and handed back. 


"Get anything today, Mr Ellefson?" 


He shook his head and pouted. "Not a dot. Must have been in the wrong part of the woods when they did the 


release." 
"You know its random every time, right?" 
"Yeah, | know. Was just hoping I'd get lucky. Today wasn't my day." 


The longer the policeman looked at him, the more he felt his nerves rise. Despite the chill coming in from the 
window, he could feel sweat begin to prickle the back of his neck. 


"Well, ‘night, Mr Ellefson. You drive safe now." 
"Night, sir. And a good evening to you." 
Rolling up the window, he took a deep breath and pulled away. 


wun 


The patrols were armed with lists and mugshots of the released, a deterrent to stop people from shooting just 
anyone. Anyone caught with an unauthorised kill was sent to the execution grounds of of each state's capital. It 


was enough to put the fear of God into David, his hands shaking against the wheel. 
"Stay down and don't speak until | tell you." David could feel the blood pumping through his head, his ears 
ringing. In the rear view mirror he could see the patrol cars growing smaller and smaller, their lights blanketing 


the dark road. 


So far, so good. Now all he had to do was ease the truck in to the barn and convince his mother that Dave 


wasn't dinner. 


Turning up the long track which lead to the farm, he felt a spark of happiness as he looked at the house. 


Candles and lamps lit the windows, welcoming him home. Hopping out, he opened one of the large barns. Hay and 
equipment lay inside, ready for the coming winter. Driving in, he shut off the engine and breathed a sigh of 


relief. 

"You can come out now. Remember, not a word of who you really are." 

He moved to get out of the truck and paused. "Hey, what's your full name? Will make it seem more plausible." 
Dave scrambled out from behind the seats, shedding the layer of blankets. "Dave Mustaine." 

"Okay, Dave Mustaine, put on your game face. Its time to rock" 


His mother opened the front door, her smile fading when she saw David's empty arms and figure walking 
beside him. 


"Nothing?" 


He shook his head and shrugged, shouldering the gun bag. "Not today. Must have been in the wrong place. And | 


think they're giving out more licenses. Too many hunters, not enough meat" 


He watched her eyes flick to Dave and felt his heart skip a beat. "Oh, this is Dave. He's trying to get to LA. 
Thought we could give him a bit of Jackson hospitality and help him on his way. Please say it's okay.” 


David watched her take in Dave's scrawny, dirty form. The smile returned to her lips and she opened the door 
for them. "Come on in, both of you. I'm Francis. You'll meet Gordon later. David, get the both of you cleaned up 


and ready for dinner." 


The relief was almost too much. Her disappointment at no fresh meat had obviously clouded her vision to Dave 
wearing her son's clothes. Or perhaps it had been too long since she had seen them. The Crash had done funny 


things to people's memories. 


Kicking off his boots, he lead Dave through the house. Showing him to a candlelit bathroom, he leaned against 
the door. "I'll be back for you in five minutes. Do you need anything?" 


Eyes, darkened by shadows, looked at him from the mirror and the red-haired man shook his head. "Okay. lll 


see you in a moment." 


Pulling the door shut, David hurriedly prepared himself, stripping away the musty, forest scented clothes and 
washing his hands and face. The house was warm, the numerous lamps and candles sitting on every surface. It 
was years since he'd last seen the house lit by electric lamps. It didn't bother him, especially during summer, 


just another thing they had to put up with. 


But it was Dave that bothered him. What had stopped him from pulling the trigger? It couldn't have been his 


pleas. He'd heard it all too often from the felons, normally a split second before he put a bullet in them. Yet 


this one had been different. Divine intervention, perhaps? 
"Dave?! David?! Dinner's ready!" 
Cursing softly, he washed away the last of the dirt, watching it swirl down the sink. 


wvunu 


Gordon finally joined them, politely making small talk before attacking the food before them. The house was full 
of the smells of cooking; bread, vegetable stew and thick, foot-high slabs of cake, all made from produce 
they'd grown or bartered for. Grace was said, plates were filled and the awkwardness of explaining Dave's 
appearance began. 

"No meat, then?" his father asked. 

David rolled his eyes and shook his head. 


"Don't you roll your eyes at your father. You're not too big for me to put over my knee." 


He couldn't help but laugh. She wasn't being serious, and hadn't been for many years. Not since he'd been a 
youngster. 


Picking at the bread, he answered, "No, not today. Wrong place possibly.” 
"Are you marking down where you get the kills?" Gordon took a drink of water. 


"Sure am, Dad. You've seen the map. But you know as well as | do that its random. Never going to work out 


entirely where they turn them loose. Luck of the draw | expect." 


His father's attention turned to the flame-haired man. "And what about you, Dave? How did you wind up this 
far from New York? Francis tells me you're trying to get to LA" 


David flicked his eyes to Dave, silently praying he wouldn't give himself away. The earlier craziness burned 


through his brain, the flicker of something in Dave's eyes that left David feeling that the man could be a little 


more than unhinged. 
"Got dumped in NY by my old band. Need to get back to LA. Was hitchin’ and your son kindly picked me up." 
"Yeah, I'm thinking of driving with him for a while" Earnestly, David watched his mother's reaction 


"David, you can't do that," she softly replied. "Fuel's expensive enough without you going on a radio trip. Besides, 
we only have the truck and we all need that" 


Placing his spoon to one side, David looked out of the kitchen window and to the endless dark beyond it. "We've 
got the van" 


"But it hasn't been used since The Crash. It won't run" 

‘Course it will," he softly replied. "Just got to take a look at it." 

"And where are you going to get the fuel from?" 

Dave and his father sat silent, listening to them bicker. David sighed and turned his attention back to his meal. 
He was tired of this life. Tired of looking after the farm and having to fight off foragers. Tired of sowing and 
reaping and selling. He wanted another life, a life away from the small community of Jackson. 

"l'Il get the fuel somehow. Maybe sell my bass." 

"David, no one can use it," she sighed. "Why would they buy it?" 


"As a reminder of what we've lost perhaps." 


‘Man, you don't have to do that," Dave interjected. "All you gotta do is get me to the edge of town and I'll keep 
on walking for LA. Probably pick up a few rides along the way. I'll get there eventually." 


"Its settled then," Francis stated. "Dave, you're more than welcome to stay with us for as long as you like. 


Once you're ready to go, we'll get you to the edge of town" 


He looked to Dave and watched a smile twist his lips. A smile with a hint of a sneer. 


wun 


The evenings were long with little more to occupy them than sitting in the kitchen, playing card games and 
reading. While Francis would happily light up the entire house, Gordon was a little more stringent, insisting that 
the less lamp oil and fewer candles they used the better. So winter nights were mainly spent huddled around 


the large kitchen table. 

Exhausted, David rested his head on his arms, eyes falling shut. Even if his hunt had been fruitless, he was 
tired and wanted to chase away the voices which squawked in his head. Voices which made up his conscience, 
cursing him for what he'd done. 


"lve made up one of the guest rooms for Dave." His mother's voice came from behind him. 


Lifting his head, he blearily looked towards her. "Mom, you didn't need to do that. Dave can sleep in my bed and 


I'll sleep on the floor. Itll be a waste of lamp oil to be using several rooms." 


In truth, he was enjoying the company. Mostly he only met people at community get togethers and church 
services where the women tried to match make him with their daughters. It wasn't that the girls weren't nice 
and homely. And it wasn't that his mother didn't try to get him together with someone. It was that he craved 
for another life. Every day was spent hoping that the world would heal itself enough for him to leave and take 
up the promise of his dreams. Something a married man couldn't do. And, while he'd had his fair share of 
dates, David had always found his eye drawn to the those of his own sex, a fact he'd kept a closely guarded 
secret from his God fearing family. 


"Dave?" Francis looked to him. 
The redhead just shrugged and grunted. 
"Well, | expect you're tired from all your travelling so I'll leave David to get you settled in. Night, boys." 


Fetching spare blankets and pillows from a cupboard, he lead Dave to his room. Dropping them to the floor, he 
looked at the man behind him. 


"Do you, you know, what anything to sleep in?" 


Dave's eyes rode over him and, for the first time, David felt nervous. What if he really were violent? What if 
he was going to kill him while he slept? 


"s alright, I'll sleep in what I've got," Dave replied with a shrug. 
‘Okay, I'll give you a minute to clean up." 


Shaking off his sudden bout of nerves, David headed for the bathroom. A candle flickered before the mirror, 
casting just enough light for him to see himself. Dark and shadowed, his former self scolded him for daring to 
even think of helping a felon Beyond that, another voice cried to him, chastising him for the other thoughts 
which raced through his mind, thoughts of finally being with another man. What were the charges for 
knowingly sleeping with someone who'd broken the law? He was sure it was an automatic death sentence. No 
trial, no evidence, no chance for his family to even say goodbye. Trial by word of mouth. Say if something did 
happen between him and Dave. Say they did sleep together. And then Dave got caught. Would he keep his 
mouth shut? Or rat out David as well? Did Dave even see himself as a criminal? He may not, but the law 


certainly did. 
Shuddering, he quickly changed into flannel pajamas and returned to his room. 


A lamp sat in the window, its flame casting a warm light around the room. Dave was curled on his bed, 
wearing nothing but his shorts and David's bass in his lap. Idly, he plucked at the strings, whispers of notes 
filling the air. Sitting on the nest of blankets, David watched, taking in the talented fingers. There was something 
about the redhead, something deeply intoxicating. 


"Whatca thinking?" he softly asked. 

For a while, Dave didn't answer, lost in the music only he could hear. 
"My old band," he finally replied, voice lost in another place. 

"What about it?" 


No reply. The long fingers carried on moving, plucking out invisible notes. They sat in silence, bar the gentle 
tone of the strings. They took David away to another place, to LA, to a stage before thousands of people. He 
saw the streets and buildings of a distant city, saw the tour buses and adoring fans. Saw another world a 
million miles away from the ravaged one they lived in. Breathing deep, he pulled his knees to his chest and 
rested his chin on them, eyes closing. Perhaps Dave could be his escape. Perhaps they could leave together. 
Perhaps they could get one of the clunker flights, one of the planes which hadn't been affected by The Crash, 


to a country where Dave wouldn't be under a death sentence. Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps. 
"Come up here." 


He cracked an eye to look at Dave before lazily pulling himself to his feet. Climbing on to the bed, he pressed 
his back to the wall and looked at the man beside him. 


Dave was prison-thin, ribs and joints beginning to show. David had heard stories about the prisons, about how 
prisoners were kept twenty to a cell and forced to fight over the small offerings of food About how prisoners 
routinely killed one another just to have something to eat and how the guards cheered them on. Dave was 
lucky to have survived. It was no wonder he'd eaten like a horse. He still smelled of the forest and a few spines 
of leaves clung to his hair. That hair.. thick and wavy and wavy, it was carefully cared for and a stark 


contrast to Dave's sun-starved skin. 

‘| owe you for today.” 

David shrugged. "s nothing." 

He made no move when a hand slid along his thigh. 


"Well, sure means a whole lot to me." That smirk again, the twisting upper lip, a small movement which tied 


David's stomach in knots. 


The hand crept to his groin and closed around the growing bulge in his pajamas. Fingers fumbled with the 
buttons before sliding inside, his breath hitching as they closed around his dick. Fascinated, he watched as they 
slid along his hardening length, playing him as expertly as any instrument. They gripped the bulging head, 
tugging him through the opening of the trousers. Sighing, David melted against the wall, unable to resist. And 
why? In the bleak age they inhabited, it may be the only human contact he ever had. Because there was no 


way he could be with a female. And there was most definitely no way he could come out as gay. They were 
nearly as bad as the criminals; hounded from towns, battered and lynched. There was no way he could admit it 


to anyone. If you weren't going to reproduce and help the ailing population then you may as well be dead. 
The bed shifted and Dave knelt before him, gently easing his legs apart. 
"About this," David muttered, "Don't tell anyone will you?" 


Chuckling softly, Dave shook his head. "I'm a felon on the run You think I'm gonna tell anyone that you bat for 


your own team?" 
The sneer had left his face, a docile, almost caring look, swimming through his eyes. 
David felt himself frown. "How do you know?" 


‘Kinda suspected it” Dave shrugged, fingers still gently stroking him. "You still live at home, no pictures or love 
letters pinned to your wall. Your Mom didn't mention anyone and I'm sure she'd be mighty proud if you were 
gettin married. Just feels like you're waitin’ for someone, and not someone of the fairer sex" Gently Dave 
squeezed the base of his cock, making him groan and slide down the wall. "Relax. I'm going to make you feel 


good, not shop you to the cops.” 


He could barely keep his eyes open as soft lips closed around the head of his cock. Warm and wet, they gently 
sucked, soft sounds filling the air. Pressing his hand to his mouth, David gasped, hoping that no one would hear 
them. A talented tongue lapped along his length, finding every spot which made him quiver. 


Panting, David forced himself to open his eyes and watch. Waves of flame hair flowed over his thighs, hands 
gently massaging his hips. No one had ever touched him in such a way. Women had offered but it had just 
been him and his fantasies. At one point, he'd been ready to tell Greg, to open his heart to his friend and hope 
that he heard him. David had been sure he would but, in the time it took him to work up his courage, Greg 
died at the hands of a drunk driver. Some guy who'd stolen a working car in the days following The Crash had 
ploughed in to his friend. The guy had gone to the execution grounds, but it hadn't brought Greg, and his one 


chance of true love, back. So he'd stayed as he was, alone, and waiting for something to happen 


David could barely contain himself as the lips tightened and slid down his cock. A starburst of sensation 
engulfed him and he pressed his hand to Dave's head, fingers gently stroking though his hair. In response, Dave 
purred, the vibrations driving him crazy. Even in his wildest dreams, it hadn't been this good. Tender, yet 
slightly rough, tongue and teeth joining together to electrify his flesh. They picked out veins and wrapped 


around the head, sliding over his velvety skin, tasting and savouring him. 


With a grunt, he clamped his hand around Dave's head and bucked his hips, his orgasm tearing through him. 
Every nerve was alive and he could feel his cock pulsing against Dave's throat. The redhead carried on sucking, 


draining every last drop of his seed from him. 


His body felt devoid of any energy as he opened his eyes. Lazily he watched Dave tuck him away and wipe his 
mouth with the back of his hand. Sliding to the floor, David sat before him, watching him. In the blink of an 
eye, everything was changing. The world was suddenly starting to feel like a better place. 


woun 


Curled on the floor, he lay behind Dave, one arm draped over him, their legs locked together. The redhead 
asked nothing of him, despite his offer to reciprocate. Instead Dave told him of his life, his family, the friends 
who were supposed to love him and the temper which got him into trouble. It was as if it were the first time 
Dave had had any real human contact since 1983. It probably was, and to think it had nearly been lost in the 


split second of a gunshot. 

In return, David held him, easing the mental turmoil with gentle touches and occasional words. He swept the 
hair from the back of Dave's neck and pressed kisses to it, savouring the feel of skin, enjoying the feeling of 
having another clamped to him, their hearts pattering messages to one another. Quietly they seemed to speak 
until David noticed a single rhythm, their hearts beating as one. 

He kisses Dave's shoulders and nuzzled his throat, tracing each vein with his lips. All the while, Dave spoke 
softly, his words a tide of sad and twisted tales. A warmth spread through him as he listened and he placed a 
hand over Dave's heart. 

As one. 

Even if it were for just a few days. 

A knock rattling the door. 

Footsteps. 

Voices. 

More footsteps. 

His mother's voice, trying To speak quietly to a deeper, gruffer one. One which seemed to want in to the house. 
Opening an eye, David wearily looked toward the window. Daybreak. The sky was barely light, streaks of colour 
only just beginning to touch it. Dave lay beside him, still deeply asleep. David's heart hammered and he shifted 


closer, draping an arm over the man beside him. 


More voices. 


Footsteps climbing the stairs. 

A gentle knock at his door. 

He held on to Dave, face buried in the back of his neck, not wanting to let go. 

"David?" his mother softly asked. 

His heart fell. 

Tucking the blankets around Dave, he dragged himself from the floor and opened the door. 


Her face was pale, hands clasped before her. "You need to come downstairs." She peered over his shoulder and 


to the slumbering Dave. "Just you. Leave Dave." 


Escape to New York 


There were two of them, stern looking and dressed in the blue uniforms of police officers. They glared at him 


as he walked toward them, already guilty in their eyes. 
"How can | help you, officers?" 


One of them thrust a badly copied piece of paper toward him, the writing smudged and the image almost too 
dark to make out. Taking it, David hoped his emotions weren't evident, 


"This man was released yesterday as part of Shoot to Kill. All other felons have been accounted for. Somehow 


this one escaped" 


There was a mugshot of Dave, sneering from what he could make of the poor image. Wanted for drug dealing 


and grand larceny. Shoot fo Kill was imprinted at the bottom, the words only just legible. 


Reading it, David shook his head. "No, didn't see this one. Like | told the officers at the checkpoint last night, | 
didn't get anything. Must have been in the wrong spot" 


"You didn't see anyone during the hunt yesterday?" one of them asked. 


Again he shook his head. "Saw one. But he was a fat fella. Not the kind of meat | was looking for so | let him 
go. Other than him, nothing." 


The men made disgruntled noises and he handed the paper back, face hopefully impassive. 
"Well, if you come across him-" 
David nodded. "| know. Just shoot him and then come and Tell you guys. Can do, officers." 


The two men gave him the once over and David swore they could see inside his soul. Silently he prayed that 


Dave would stay sleeping for just a few moments more. 
"In that case, we'll leave you to your day." The two men tipped their hats. "Mrs Ellefson. Master Ellefson" 


Trying to steady his beating heart, he let them out, waiting until they had driven back to the road. Shutting 


the door, he whirled around and faced his mother, a whole host of new problems ready to rear their heads. 


"David Warren Ellefson" To say she wasn't happy was an understatement. Her face registered a myriad of 
emotions; shock, hurt, anger, sadness, disbelief. "You lied to me, to your own mother. Has everything we've 


ever taught you gone straight out of that head of yours?" 


Her hand caught the side of his head and he yelped, instinctively bringing his hand up to protect himself. 


"You brought a known felon in to this house. But that's not what hurts, David. What hurts is that you led to 
me, to your own mother. Why? Why did you do it?" 


What did he say? He could only tell her the truth. Tell her what had lain in his soul at that moment. 
"I'm sorry," he softly began. "I just felt something wasn't right, like he wasn't supposed to be there." 


"He must have been if he was released. You saw the notice. He's a drug dealer, David, someone who brought 


misery to families just like ourselves." 

"I know," he sighed. He couldn't look at her, couldn't look her in the eye. 

"You look at me when you're apologising, young man. | won't have you staring at your feet. Now speak to me." 
Slowly David lifted his head, feeling tears beginning to prick his eyes. There was so much he wanted to say. 


"I just couldn't do it. | couldn't shoot him. There was something about him, about his eyes, about the way he 
spoke, which stopped me. There's no other reason for why | didn't bring food home for you." 


His mother sighed, her shoulders falling. She looked behind her, toward the stairs and the man who slumbered 
above them. She smiled gently and reached out to stroke his cheek 


"I know you're lonely, sweetie, especially with Elliot gone. | know there's no one your own age near by and that 
you're still mourning Greg. You need someone you can spend time with and perhaps that's why you did what 
you did. You saw something in Dave and you wanted to know more. If you'd just admitted to who he was, I'd 
have been happier. But" Again she looked at the stairs. "Neither of you are safe here any more. Sooner or 
later, someone's going to come by and stumble upon Dave. And the police aren't going to give up until they find 
him. Goodness knows they haven't got anything else to do." A look of disappointment and terror flickered over 
her face. "You need to leave. Sweetie, no matter what, we'll always love you and we'll never hate you for seeing 
the good in someore. It is, after all, how we raised you to be. But for both your safety, you need to go. And if 


that means we have to help you, then so be it." 
"Mom, no!" 


"Honey, that boneshaker of a van ain't going to run on fresh air. Take what we're offering and go. Just promise 


you'll stay in touch as best you can" 


David stared at his mother, stunned. Here she was, offering to help himself and a felon run. Had she seen 


something? Or had she heard them the previous night? 


"We don't have enough for a clunker flight," she continued. "But we have enough to help you on your way" She 


sighed and looked him in the eye. "If it means losing my baby, then so be it. There's a big world out there and 


you're not going to see it in Jackson" 
Smiling, he embraced her and hugged her tight, heart beginning to sing a new song. "Thanks, Mom." 


"You're welcome.” She tapped his back "Now stop before you make me cry." 


wun 


Once they were convinced no one was watching the house, he woke Dave. The redhead looked at him wearily, as 


though he'd been enjoying the sleep. 
"The cops came by," David softly confessed, "looking for you." 
Dave's eyes flew open, panic striking his face. 


"IFs okay," David continued. "We saw them off. They've gone. We're going to give the van a once over, gas it up, 
and get to one of the big hubs. Probably New York. From there we'll get a clunker to London And" A hint of 


excitement touched his voice. "Perhaps we can start a band" 


The fear left Dave's face to be replaced by excitement of his own. "Sounds like one fuckin’ awesome plan. | like 


it" 


David felt something akin to pride touch him; someone liked something he was thinking of. "Good. I'm going to 
need you to help Mom collect everything while | fix the van. Stay inside, at least until dark." 


wvunu 


The van was a rust bucket, mothballed since The Crash. But with a bit of tinkering, some fresh oil, and a bit of 
gas siphoned from the truck, it ran like a new vehicle. Standing back, David smiled proudly. It had taken less 
time than he thought it would and, in a few hours, they'd be ready to roll. 


Turning it off, he headed back to the house. Beside the door sat an ever growing pile of; clothes, blankets, 
homemade food. From the kitchen, he heard a familiar sound. Following it, he stood at the doorway and watched. 


At the table sat his father, Dave to one side of him. Spread across the surface was David's small cache of 
guns, boxes of ammo sitting beside each one. Living on the farm, they'd become a passion, second only to 


music, and he was suddenly grateful for them. Where they were going they'd need all the help they could get. 


Moving so he was facing the window, his father patiently showed Dave how to load and prime the same rifle 
which had nearly dealt Dave his death. David didn't know if the redhead knew how to use a gun If he did, he 
was being awfully quiet about it. 


With the rifle safely unloaded, his father looked up and smiled. "Just showing him how to help you." 

He said no more about how David had come to be with them. His mother had obviously told Gordon, but what 
was done was done. There was no going back. Dave hadn't killed them and, as far as David knew, he hadn't 
stolen from them. Currently their only crime was that they liked one another. At least, he liked Dave. He 
wasn't sure if the feelings were going to be returned. 


"Thanks, Dad." 


Gordon carefully placed the gun back on the table. "I'm sending you with a thousand rounds, although l'm hoping 


you won't need to use them." 


woun 


Dinner was eaten in silence, the sun setting beyond the window. No one had called at the house, leaving them in 


peace. 


In silence, the van was loaded with everything they'd need. Guilt and loss rushed through David in painful 


waves. He was leaving home and his family, possibly to never see them again. 


His father held out an envelope, a sad look in his eyes. "There's eight hundred dollars in there. Gas is running at 
about fifteen bucks a gallon. | don't know if this money will get you all the way there, but it's all we've got.” 


David managed a weak smile, his eyes already beginning to smart. He his father tight. "Thanks, Dad. Love you." 
"Love you too, son. You take care out there." 


He could see the tears in his mother's eyes, despite the low light. She took Dave's hand, and then his, drawing 
the three of them in to a tight embrace. 


"You two look out for each other, okay? We'll be praying for you, day and night" 
"Yes, ma'am." Dave spoke for the first time in hours. David could sense his fear, almost smell it. Going back 
out into the world was a big thing for a felon Cops would be looking for him, trying to find the one that got 


away. And the news would soon spread beyond Jackson that there was fresh meat to be had. 


"Dave, | don't know what brought you into our lives but | believe it was for good. Promise me you'll stick with 


David no matter what." 


"| promise ma'am." David could see the tension in his body, his jaw tight, shoulders hunched. Reaching out, he 
placed a hand on his shoulder, gently rubbing it. 


"Good" Her voice was beginning to crack. "Now go, before | cry even more." 


Hugging his Mom tight, David kissed her cheek. "I love you." 
'| love you too, sweetie. Now go." 


They had to do it and, with one last look at his parents, David pulled himself into the van. Winding down the 


window, he leaned out, struggling to hold his composure. "Tell Elliot goodbye for me." 
His Mom waved. "We will. Don't forget to stay in touch." 


He managed a smile and waved before settling in. Rolling up the window, he dragged a blanket around his body. 
There were already five layers between his skin and the seat but with only half a tank of gas and eight 
hundred dollars, they needed all the fuel they could get. 


With a sigh, he started the engine and pushed it into drive. The wheels crunched against the gravel and, all too 
soon, they were facing the dark, empty road. 


woun 


Holding up his wrist, David peered at his watch. Midnight. The Wisconsin border was about two hundred miles. 
For the most part, it was straight along the l-90. The route passed through enough towns to raise suspicion. 
Grabbing the road map, he handed it to Dave. 


"Find every other route you can, especially around towns. Back roads would be great. They're less likely to be 
patrolled but every town's going to have patrols on their borders. And trust me, they're going to check the 
back of the van" 


In the darkness, he heard Dave grunt, a flashlight gripped between his teeth. Suddenly he spoke, "Back of the 


van?" 


"Yeah" He didn't take his eyes from the road. "The second you spot a road sign which says ten, twelve, fifteen 


miles to X town, you hop in the back, make yourself as small as possible and hide under a blanket" 


There was a husky chuckle and David dared a glance. The flashlight was flicked in to his eyes, and he held up a 


hand to shield them. There was a smirk on Dave's face. 
"You gonna join me in the back then?" 


Snickering, he turned his attention back to the road. "If you're really good and behave yourself, you might just 
get lucky. Now get plotting." 


wun 


The roads were dark and empty. The only people who had cars were those with rustbuckets or those who 


were smart enough to know how to keep them running. Money also helped. 


Beyond the darkness and the town limits were the Mindless. Completely and utterly broken by The Crash, they 
were the people who had lost their minds. Driven crazy by their losses, they roamed in packs, glassy eyed and 
lifeless, reduced to the basic skills of eating and defecating. Other than that, they could do nothing, dirty, 
stinking zombies left to rot by their families and friends. Their systems were so poisoned by the rot that they 
ate that they were exempt from the Shoot to Kill order, left to eat one another, and those who were unlucky 
enough to be caught in their claw-like grasp. 


David shuddered as he stared into the night. He'd seen one once, dead at the side of the road, hit by a stray 
car. Its teeth, what were left of them, were bloody shards, its fingers locked into a cramped position Even in 


death, its eyes had had the look of the hunter. 


They passed easily through several towns, the border patrols doing little more than glance into the van. Upon 
seeing the guns and food, they'd asked questions but David had shrugged them off. He was moving, looking for 


greener pastures. They'd nodded and let him go, someone with a tank of gas and food was a good citizen 


At just after three, they approached the state line and David felt his heart race as he saw the checkpoint. 
Razor wire split the road, a white building sitting to one side and a barrier blocking their crossing. Several cars 
were parked beside it, all bearing the markings of patrol vehicles. The building was lit up like a Christmas tree 
and he could see people sitting in it. There was a guttural growl from behind him and he felt the tension rise. 
Quietly he silenced the hidden man, 


Pulling up to the barrier, David wound down his window and retrieved his licenses. Two uniformed men stepped 
from the building, one with a gun leaning against his shoulder, the other bearing a flashlight. His mouth felt 
dry, his heart thudding. Beyond them, through the window of the building, he could see a wall of posters. 
Wanted posters, of those lucky enough to have escaped. 


"Good evening, officers." His voice was barely there. 


One raised an eyebrow and took his offered ID. "Where you heading?" He paused to shine a flashlight on them. 
"Mr Ellefson" 


"Somewhere new. Come from a small town back in Minnesota. Want to try someplace different." 


The one with the flashlight nodded and passed his papers back to David. "You mind if we take a look in the 
back?" 


He shrugged and shook his head. "Be my guest." 


The doors opened and he took a deep breath, eyes focused on the road ahead. Please don't look too hard. Please 
let this be easy. Please let us get through this. 


He heard them muttering, the flashlight sweeping through the van and bouncing from the rearview mirror. He 
breathed a sigh of relief as the doors began to creak shut. 


A radio crackled and one of the officers responded. "Copy that. Sir." David looked up to see them glaring at him 


in the mirror. "We're going to need you to step out of the vehicle." 
His heart dropped, suddenly turned to stone. "Why?" 
"Don't question us, son. Just get out.” 


Glancing out of the window, David could have screamed. There, hanging in the shadows of the building and 


hidden from view on such a dark night, was a large cylinder, no doubt containing a thermal imaging camera. 
"Sir." The voice was stern and threatening and he heard a gun cock. "I'm not going to repeat myself.” 

It happened in an instant. He turned the engine over, put his foot down and crashed through the barrier. Behind 
him, he heard Dave howl, hands grabbing at the himself and the seats. Objects crashed from the van before, 
somehow, Dave managed to pull them shut. 

Staring into the mirrors, he saw a car coming for them, sirens wailing and lights blazing. 

"Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit." Their voices joined in unison, cursing over and over. 

Reaching in to the glove box, he routed around until his fingers closed around it. Cold, hard, deadly, it would be 
their saviour. Peering from the window, he knew there would be muzzles pointed at them, their names etched 
into bullets. 

Foot hard on the pedal, David took several deep breaths. In through the nose, out through the mouth. Eyes on 
the mirror, he pointed the revolver from the window and fired a single shot. The car behind them reeled away, 
slamming into the sandbank, one tire blown out. 


"Fuck, Junior!" 


David grinned and tossed the gun back into the abyss. Winding up the window, he kept his eyes on the mirror, 


watching, waiting. In the distance, more cars appeared, all lights and sirens. Time to make a disappearance. 


Killing the lights, he carried on, the speedo easily cranking past the hundred mark. The cars didn’t give up, still 
coming, still gaining on them. Putting another couple of miles on to the road, he swung the van off and across 
a field The van shook and he grunted, hands tight against the wheel, eyes constantly watching the disappearing 


road. The cars had slowed, looking for the van, but carried on. 


Not daring to switch the lights back on, he carried on driving, body shaking with a van he was convinced was 


going to fall apart. A copse of trees appeared and he pulled in to them. Sighing with terrified relief, he shut off 
the engine. Slowly it dawned on David and he turned to look behind him. 


"What did you call me?" 


Dave appeared, hauling himself to his feet as best he could. In the darkened van he was doubled over, head 
scraping the roof. "What?" 


"What did you call me?" David repeated. "After | shot the car." 


For a moment they stared at each other in the darkness, trying to read emotions. David felt a twitch of 
something snap along his back and he shuddered. 


"Junior," Dave softly replied. 

"Junior?" 

"Yeah. | saw the copies of your licenses in your room. You're three years younger than me." 

David felt himself raise an eyebrow. "And you think you're gonna get away with calling me Junior?" 

"Hell yeah." Dave chuckled, low and husky and filled with mischief. 

He heard himself snigger and, reaching into the glovebox, he retrieved the gun Flicking open the chamber, David 
emptied the bullets into his hand and carefully returned them to the box. Closing up the gun, he leaned across 
the back of the seat. The tension of the past moments was unwinding, leaving another kind of tension in its 
wake, one tinged with the scent of masculinity and sex. It tickled over his skin, burying itself into his pores and 
slowly driving him crazy. It wound around him, tight and tempting, smelling of the kind of danger he'd been 
begging for. 


Drawing the gun down Dave's jaw, he hissed, "Still sure you wanna call me Junior.” 


He felt Dave draw closer, warm breath hitting David's cheek. "If you're gonna hold a gun to my head while | 
take you and pound your fine ass, then hell fuckin’ yeah." 


Sex, Guns, and The Mindless 


Pressing the gun to Dave's temple, he slid between the seats, a snarl twisting his own face. Power, delicious 
power, ached through him. They stank of fear and travelling but he didn't care, the years of repressing 
himself rolling back. He barely knew the man he was going to spread out for but the heady mixture of lust and 
the unknown was taking over. He felt a connection to Dave, a kindred spirit, another lost and lonely soul. 


Dave growled and hands grabbed at him, drawing him to the other man's lap. The darkness accentuated 
everything he was feeling, lighting his nerves. 


"Fuck" Dave's voice was gravelly, tainted with lust. "You're sexy. Real sexy." 


Chuckling, he pressed the gun closer, feeling their joined excitement spiral upwards. David's heart pounded and 
his mouth was dry. His erection pressed painfully against his thigh, aching for release. Finally all that he had 


dreamed of, all that he'd lusted after, was coming true. 


Hands pawed at him, tugging at his clothing, desperate for flesh. The hand holding the gun began to ache, 
twitching as Dave fumbled with his clothes. Warm lips brushed his cheek, sending a shiver down his spine as 
they found the corner of his mouth. The hands, oddly strong for someone so skinny, pushed him to the floor 


of the van, the remainder of their supplies scattered in their wake. 


Fingers peeled away his clothes until his tshirt was riding up, exposing his stomach. Gentle kisses were pressed 
to his cold, exposed flesh, quickly warming it. David trembled and moaned beneath the painfully slow onslaught. 
Lazily he drew the gun down Dave's cheek, momentarily lifting his mouth away from his flesh. He wanted to 
gaze into those hazel eyes, to see the way the emotions flickered through them. He had seen them the 


previous night, all of them underlaid with a slight sense of craziness. 


Blankets were tugged around them, cradling them from the cold as Dave resumed dotting his flat stomach 
with kisses. His tongue trailed over David's smooth skin, finding erogenous zones he'd never known existed. The 
tip of his warm tongue explored his belly button, delving in and making him moan louder, his body twitching. He 
wanted it all now, wanted to feel pouting lips around his cock and fingers exploring his ass. Pressing the gun 
into the back of Dave's head, he let his free hand stroke through the thick waves of red hair, memorising 


every silken strand. David loved how it felt against his fingers, a pleasure all of its own 


Teasingly slow, Dave traced each of his ribs, moving to run the flat of his tongue over each of David's nipples. 
He heard himself cry out, voice bouncing around the van. He stroked the gun through Dave's hair, scraping it 


over his scalp, making Dave groan, his teeth tugging at David's ripples. 


The teeth left him, lips slowly kissing his breastbone and finding their way to his lips. For the first time, it was 
a man who was holding him, a man who was lavishing him with kisses. Linking his arms around the redhead's 
neck, David earnestly returned them, lips parting and his tongue pressing gently to the invading mouth. Stroking 
the gun to the back of Dave's neck, he growled, deepening the kiss, his teeth tugging at his new friend's lips. 


Dave chuckled and pulled away, a hand sliding between them to cup David's raging erection "Damn, you're 


horny, aren't you?" 


Wrapping his fingers into the thick hair, he tugged, pulling Dave back to him and fiercely kissing him. He was so 
turned on, so ready to rock. He wanted it there and then, wanted to experience every sensation which was 
coursing through his body. Blood touched his lips and he hungrily lapped it up, wanting to wrap himself in every 
fibre of Dave's being. The redhead was only too happy to oblige him, feeding him rough kisses, tongue exploring 
his mouth. Their teeth clicked together, their groans filling the small space. The cold was forgotten, lost in the 
heat of the moment, and hands explored every inch of his body, teasing him and telling him of what was to 


come. 


Panting, Dave pulled away, only to return a moment later, lips attacking his throat. Holding his head close, David 
gasped as teeth pulled his throat, sucking and licking, marking him. It was what he wanted, what he'd begged 
for. For so long he'd wanted to forget who he was, to lay aside the persona which went to the hunts and 
brought home food for his family. He wanted to forget that he was the person who laboured in the fields, 
toiling the land and harvesting what they grew. He wanted to forget the man who sneered at the quarry a 
second before he placed a well aimed bullet into their bodies. He wanted to be free, to be someone different, if 
only for a few moments. Once this was over, he'd morph back into that man, into the gun wielding farmer. 
Eventually he wanted to leave that man behind but, for now, he would have to stay, their survival depending 


on it. 


Fingers plucked the gun from his hand before locking around his wrist and guiding his hand down Dave's body, 
encouraging him to touch and learn. Against his face, the redhead's breathing became heavier and David's hand 
was closed around the bulge in Dave's jeans. Elation ran through David as he realised the other man was as 


excited as he was. 

Turning his face to the crook of Dave's neck, he gently kissed the soft, sweat filmed flesh, his fingers 
massaging his friend's hot, throbbing erection. He felt it pulse and move against his palm and, with one deft 
movement, he flipped them over, triumphantly straddling Dave's lap. The van rocked and, in the darkness, there 
was a husky chuckle, hands gripping his hips and grinding him against the other's groin 

"Well, aren't you feisty?" 

It was David's turn to chuckle, and he kissed Dave's face, lips bristling against the beginnings of stubble. 

"All those years of too much fresh air and not a lot else." 

Curling between Dave's legs, he slowly eased the redheads zipper down, savouring the gasps and the rasping of 
metal. Pulling them open, he reached in, breath hitching as his fingers wrapped around Dave's cock. Long, thick 


and so very plush, it was slick with pre-come. And all his for the taking. 


Licking his lips, David lowered his head, enjoying the hot, musky scent of sweat and sex. Cautiously he flicked 


his tongue along the offered erection, pride swelling at the reaction he received, the salty sweet taste only 
further heightening his own lust. Dave squirmed and groaned, hands grabbing at David's hair as his cock was 
lavished with slow, languid licks. 


"Fuck, Junior. If you carry on." 
Fingers wrapped in his hair and pulled him back, the brief jolt of pain just exciting him more. 
"Take your jeans off" Dave could barely talk, voice cracking. "And lie on your front" 


Scrabbling around in the dark, David hurriedly did as was asked of him, peeling the tight denim from his legs. 
The suddenly humid air tickled over his skin, making him shiver and grin Limbs tangled as they moved around 
one another, the darkness only adding to the atmosphere. 


Bracing himself on his elbows, David looked over his shoulder, eyes making out the shadowy figure behind him. 
Dave's deep breathing coursed through the air and hands found his hips, sliding delicately over his buttocks 
before a finger slid between them and over his sensitive hole. He quivered at the motion, a prickling of nerves 
skirting over him. Warm kisses were pressed to his ass, the lips carefully moving over their swell, Dave's 
tongue finding its way between them to taste him. Tongue and lips worked at his ass, pressing to his hole, 
swirling around it. Gasping, David could barely hold himself up, body suddenly feeling weak and watery. 


"Fuck.. That feels great." 


Teeth gently nipped at his rear and he let out a grown, pushing down on to the invading tongue, wanting it to 


go deeper. 


With one final sweep, Dave pulled away, Tongue being replaced with fingers. The invaded him, pressing into him, 
carefully stretching him and finding the sweet spot which made him howl with pleasure. Whatever pain was to 
come would be all worth it. 


Pressing a kiss to his buttocks, Dave moved. "I can't promise this isn't going to hurt, but when we get to New 


York we'll find something to make it easier. | promise." 


Was that something akin to endearment in the other's voice? Whatever it was, it made David feel warm and 
happy, his stomach filling with the butterflies he'd only heard other people talk about. Was he falling in love? 


Was Dave falling in love? Was it even possible to love when the world was falling apart? 

The questions remained unanswered as a burning pain tore through him. Balling his hands into the blankets, he 
growled, fighting the tears which suddenly prickled his eyes. He didn't want to move, didn't want to say 
anything, didn't want to stop what Dave was doing. 


"Fuck, Dave!" 


He stopped, and David lowered his head to the floor of the van, teeth sinking in to his lower lip. A hand rubbed 
gentle circles in the small of his back, whispered words too soft for him to hear. He could feel Dave entering 


him, his cock only just pressing past his entrance. 
"We don't have to do this." 
Taking several deep breaths, David softly replied, "It's okay. K-keep going." 


The pain slowly fading, replaced by a pleasure which made him shiver. As they began to rock, Dave pushing 
himself in deeper, a hand slid over his, fingers wrapping around his own, holding on. For the first time in years 
David felt happy and contented, relaxing beneath the sensual onslaught. It may have been dark, they may have 
been on the floor of his van, but they could have been anywhere. A flurry of emotions passed through him, 
adding to the desire which had hit him like a runaway train 


Burying his face in the blankets, he raised his ass and softly begged for more, wanting to feel Dave pounding in 
to him. Fingernails scraped at his flesh, wrapping around his hips and Dave gave him exactly what he wanted. 
Howling, David felt his body tighten, the promise of orgasm rolling through him. A hand slid over his hip and 
along his side before dipping over his stomach and to his cock Again and again, Dave hit that spot deep inside 
of him, the one which made his own cock tremble, his body following. Stars began to burst behind his eyes, 
splashes of white timed to his panting and begging. 


Grunting, he rocked with Dave, pumping in to the fist which gripped him. His cock tingled, slick and hot against 
Dave's palm, and he felt alive, orgasm nearing with every deep thrust. It balled at the base of his cock, pulling 
at his tight balls and turning his vision red. When Dave's thumb swept over the head, he howled, his orgasm 
tearing through him. Behind him, he heard Dave grunt, forcing himself in deeper as he kept hold of his cock, 
still stroking as David's seed soaked his hand. A second later, he came, pushing himself in as a liquid warmth 


flooded through David. 


Slowly they slid to the floor of the van, Dave curling around him and pulling blankets over them. The hair was 
brushed from the back of his neck, lips finding the soft spot at the bottom. David shivered and reached behind 
himself, running a hand along Dave's flank 


"Thank you," he whispered. 


"For that? When we get to London, I'm gonna find us somewhere really comfortable. Trust me, it's gonna be so 


much fuckin: better." 


Rolling over, he ran a hand through Dave's hair, listening as the shadow purred. Laughing, David gently kissed 
him, enjoying how the redhead responded to his touches. So gentle, so caring, he could feel his heart warming 
to the man who was crawling in to his arms. Holding him close, David fed him with gentle caresses. They 
seemed to be what Dave needed and David couldn't blame him. He'd been kicked around, it seemed, for his 
whole life. Now it was time for someone to hold and love him, something which could get them both killed. But 
he didn't care. And Dave didn't seem to either. 


wvunu 


The stinging ache of his bladder woke him. Shifting, David held his watch up. 3pm. 


They were swathed in blankets, Dave spooning around him. He didn't want to move, warm and comfortable, but 
the desire to piss was too great. Taking a deep breath, he began to prepare himself to move, trying not to 


wake Dave. 


The van rocked and David fell still. He hadn't moved, at least not enough to shift the van. With his heart 


pounding, he waited, every sense suddenly alert. 


When nothing happened, he quietly began to slide from beneath the blanket, teeth grinding as Dave mumbled 


and reached for him. 


Suddenly the van jolted again, the suspension squeaking. Lying back down, he felt sick Trying not to breath, he 
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listened, hearing suddenly acute. 


It came from the trees, a wail so deep and so haunted it would have scared the dead. David had only heard it 


once before and he'd never forgotten it, the droning noise coming back to haunt his worst nightmares. 

Curling back up to Dave, he pulled the blankets around them, praying they'd go away. Something thudded off 
the side of the van, the noise hollow and metallic. Lifting his head, David tilted his head back to look in the side 
mirror. 

He instantly wished he hadn't. 

Eyes, glassy, hungry and dead, stared back at him. They never blinked, just searched the interior of the van. 
They'd found what they wanted. 


Hunkering down, he nudged Dave. "Dave? Dave? You gotta wake up for me." 


Sleep heavy eyes opened and the redhead mumbled before starting to get up. Placing a hand to his shoulder, 
David quickly guided him back down. "I need you to help me." 


Outside the rustling and groaning grew louder and another soul withering wail pierced the air. It was enough for 
Dave's eyes to snap open before locking on to David's. There was a hint of fear in them, underlain with the 
craziness of before. 


"What. The. Fuck?" he hissed. "Since when did we get wolves?" 


"We didn't," David quietly replied. "It's the Mindless. They're hungry and they know we're here." 


"Plan?" 


Feeling around, David breathed a "thank fuck" as his hand locked around the rifle bag. Close by was a box of 


ammo. When they'd had to run from the cops, someone had definitely been watching over them. 


"When we're ready, | want you to drive. Get us back to the road. The Mindless won't give up though, so I'm 


gonna take out as many as | can" 

"Speed?" 

"Them or us?" 

"Them" 

"If they know their ground," David began, "they can be pretty quick. How are you at evasive driving?" 


A wicked gleam flashed through Dave's eyes and the sneer twisted his lips. "Did enough of it back on the west 


coast." 
"Evading the cops, right?" David couldn't help but grin 
Dave's sneer just widened "Cops. lrate bandmates. Pissed off girlfriends." 


Laughing softly, he gave Dave a rough kiss before sliding the gun out. Tossing the bag to one side, he loaded 
the rifle and checked the scope. It felt good to have the gun back, wood and metal warming in his hands. 


Lying it in his lap, he looked to Dave. "Ready?" 


Mischief lit the redhead's face like a Christmas tree. "Ready." 


Breaking The Law 


The van started with a roar, wheels spinning against the ground before it lurched forward. Bracing himself 


against the side of the van, David moved to kick the door open 
On second thoughts.. 


Scrambling to the front, he flicked on the gun's safety and hauled himself in to the passenger seat. The van 
barreled through the thick forest, barely missing trees, Dave snarling and cursing at the wheel. 


Around them, the Mindless kept on coming, lurching and grabbing at the van before sprinting after it. Some 
were too slow, slamming into the hood, blood dotting the windshield before their bodies crashed beneath the 
wheels. How the shaky old van coped, David didn't know. It was a workhorse of a vehicle and he loved it. Nor 
was he repulsed by the snapping of bones and the splattering of blood. The Mindless had long ago stopped 


resembling anything human. 
Placing the muzzle through the slightly opened window, he flicked off the safety and glanced in the mirror. 
Pull 


One fell in a flurry of limbs and shattered skull, the remains of its brain blossoming behind it. In its place, 


another appeared, quickly felled by another bullet to the forehead. 
"Fuckin: forest!" Dave bawled beside him. "Gonna fuckin’ die." 
"No, we're not. Just keep going," he calmly replied. "Don't panic." 


There was no reason to paric. Sooner or later, they'd come out the other side and find their way back to the 
road. The Mindless would, eventually, give up, tiring and melting away. Until that happened, he needed to keep 
taking them out, one head shot at a time. 


Tightening his finger around the trigger, he sighted the gun on another. Its face was already speckled with 
blood, the signs of an earlier feeding, its crooked, bent hands reaching for him, lips twisted into a cracked 
snarl. What skin he could see was grey and filthy, the stench of the unwashed Mindless whistling through the 
barely opened window. A second later and it was gone, howling as the bullet tore through it. 


There had been attempts to cure the Mindless but, once the money and resources had run out, the doctors 
had given up. There would never be a cure, the people who had become those without minds destined to work 


the earth like zombies. 


One threw itself at the open window, fingers hooking over the lip of the glass. David flinched, stifling a scream. 
Its yellowed teeth were bared, death-smelling breath spewing through the small gap, eyes wide and bloodshot, 


wild with hunger and madness. Swinging the butt of the gun, he slammed it against the thing's knuckles, the 
crack filling the van. The former-human hung on, growling and grunting, tugging at the window. Beneath its 
onslaught, the glass began to give, the panic rising as David took another swing for it. Its ring finger cracked 
and dangled uselessly from its hand. But still it didn't stop, clambering against the swaying van. 


"What the fuck's goin’ on?!" Dave screamed, swinging the van hard to the right. The crazy-eyed zombie kept on 
coming, yanking and tearing at the window, the thin sliver of glass beginning to give way. 


Taking a deep breath, David tried to focus, tried to push away the sudden wave of terror which swept 
through him. Leveling the butt with the window, he drove it through the tiny opening, slamming it into the 
forehead of the crazed thing. It spluttered and stumbled, but kept its hold Howling, David repeated the action 
again and again, watching as the thing's face was turned to a bloody pulp. Eventually it stopped moving, its 
fingers barely gripping the window. With one final push, it fell away, trampled beneath the wheels. 


Reaching for the box of ammunition, he quickly reloaded, taking out another three in rapid succession. A 
stream of curse words came from the driver's seat, getting more and more creative and forever increasing in 
volume. The van rocked and jolted, catching tree roots and rocks. It shot through a shallow river, water 


cascading over the hood. 


Looking in the mirror, David breathed a sigh of relief and lowered the gun. The Mindless had finally stopped, 
their attention turned from the escaping van to their reflections in the water. They'd have to remember that 


for future reference, ways to distract the Mindless. 


The van broke free of the trees and rode in to a field. Swinging left and right, Dave searched for a track to 
get them back to the road. Already the sky was stained red, the sun ready to kiss the horizon for another 
day. 


Steadying himself against the dash, David readied the gun and flicked the safety on In the days before The 
Crash, he and Elliot had often hunted in such a manner, racing across the land on off road vehicles, one of 
them on the back with a rifle aimed at their quarry. It had been the beginnings of David becoming an expert 
marksman, supplying family, friends and buyers with fresh meat in the wake of The Crash. 


"Shit!" The van slid to a stop and David caught himself before he crashed into the seat well. 
Glancing up, he spotted what had caused Dave to stop. 


In the distance was the highway and, sitting on the shoulder, was a car. The dying light of the sun caught the 


white paint and the shadow of a police emblem. 


David felt his blood chill and he sank down into the seat. If they were caught, it would spell the end for both of 
them. Dave for being a felon and he for assisting one. And if they found out that they'd been together, that 
they'd tasted one another's flesh in such divine ways.. Shaking his head, he tried to chase away the thoughts, 


the stories he had heard turning him to stone. 


He watched Dave glance in the mirror before he put the van in reverse. Keeping the headlights off, he backed 
the van along the tree line and carried on along it, away from the Mindless' hunting grounds, the brake lights 
hidden from any prying eyes. Once the highway was a distant memory before them, Dave shut off the engine 
and jumped out. 

Following suit, David all but ran to the back of the van, happy to finally relieve his screaming bladder. 

Dave sat on the dampening grass, the scent of autumn all around them. 


"Shit, Junior, what are we gonna do?" 


Slumping beside him, David watched as a fat, full moon began to rise, the sound of his pet name growing on 


him. 


"Wait it out," he softly replied, fully aware of how far his voice would carry in such quiet conditions. "Hopefully 
by morring they'll have given up." 


"Hopefully?" 

"Yeah, hopefully" 

"Shit. Shit, Shit. Shi Dave kicked at a drift of fallen leaves sending them flurrying before him. 
"Will you keep your voice down?" he hissed. "If they hear us you know we're as good as dead" 


Dave turned to look at him and David could feel those hazel eyes boring in to his own. Reaching out, he stroked 


a hand along the waves of red hair, feeling Dave begin to relax in to his touch. 


"We've been given a chance to live," David softly continued, "and | don't wanna lose it. I've never really been out 


of Jackson and now I've got a chance to see the world. Don't you want to take it too?" 


Dave was leaning heavily into his hand, and David was convinced he could hear purring. "Yeah, | do," came the 


quiet reply. 
"Good. Now how about something to eat and then we turn in for the night?" 
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A check of the van turned up that they'd lost a few blankets, several boxes of ammo, and a couple of boxes 
of food. There was still fresh clothes but with the temperature dropping David had no desire to change. He'd 
just have to fester for another day. Feeling through a box, he drew out homemade granola bars and cake. Food 


would have to be rationed, at least until they could find somewhere that had some. Whether they'd be able to 


afford it was another matter. 

Well, there were ways of affording it, it was whether he wanted to lower himself to such practices. Leaning 
against the side of the van, he picked at his own food while watching Dave's shadow shovel into its mouth 
anything it could lay its hands on. For Dave, he'd do it. He'd cross oceans to give Dave a better life, one away 
from the family who'd abandoned him and the friends who'd used and abused him. He wanted to hear Dave 
play, wanted to see him play a guitar just as he'd done with David's bass. Wanted to hear the kind of music 
he'd make, the lyrics he'd come up with. He wanted to experience life with someone who liked him for being 
him. 

"You know what I'd kill for right now?" Dave began. 

"What?" 

"Big Mac and fries." 


David chuckled and slid across to Dave. Sitting beside him, his pressed his shoulder against his friend's, feeling 


his warmth. 
"What about you, Junior? What would you kill for?" 


Pulling his knees up, he rested his chin on them. "Deep pan pepperoni pizza with extra cheese and an ice cold 


Coke." 
"Damn.. That's one good choice. Do you think they'll have ‘em in London?" 


David shrugged. "Don't know. London was hit by the EMP as well although not as badly. It was detonated over 


America so London may still have Big Mac and pizza" 
"Fuckin Ruskies. Fuckin’ firing shit at us." 
"Just be glad it wasn't nuclear otherwise we'd never have met each other." 


Silence fell over them for a moment before Dave replied, "True. But then I'd never have spent so fuckin’ long in 


that pit of a prison" 

"At least you're out now." 

"Yeah" Dave sighed. "But I'll always be marked as a criminal.” 
Only Stateside. You'll be fine once we hit London" 


Dave chuckled, his body shaking against David's. "Yeah, an’ we're gonna hit it really hard." A hand swept along 


his back, making him shiver, before it tugged him into a hug. "An' I'm gonna find us somewhere comfortable 


and private an’ show you what life can really be like. Trust me, you'll enjoy it” 


Trust me. The two words made David smile. Never had anyone other than his family said such things. Now he 
was cherished by another, someone who's heart beat the same rhythm as his own. Now he could be free and 
be himself. No longer did he have to play at being man of the house. Now he allow his true and honest feelings 
show. Grabbing a handful of blankets, he laid his head against Dave's chest and let the beat rock him to sleep. 


Have You Seen The Price Of Gas?! 


They had been awake for less than three hours, but travelling and the low of an adrenaline rush forced them 
to sleep. Wrapped around one another, and covered in blankets, they slept, comforted by the company, dreams 
of a brighter future dancing through their heads. 


Bright sunlight forced David awake. It streamed through the windshield, momentarily blinding him when he got 
to his knees. The chill of the night still clung to him and, dragging a blanket around himself, he slipped from the 


van and to the tree line, determined to relieve himself. 
Life on the road wasn't what he'd imagined it would be. It should have taken them just over a day to reach 
New York. Instead, they were floundering on the wrong side of lowa with a long way to go. Peering from the 


trees, he was happy to see that the police cruiser from the night before was gone. Obviously they hadn't 
found what they were looking for. 


Returning to the van, he woke a weary Dave. They, and the van, reeked of body odour and spent adrenaline. But 


there was no time for riceties. They needed to get back on the road. They could rest once they got to New 
York. 


The fuel gauge was dropping, its needle flicking back and forth between a quarter of a tank and empty. With 
the pain of a heavy heart, David turned his eyes the edge of the road. They'd passed a number of gas 
stations, all of them closed No one sold gas any more, especially not in the middle of nowhere. 

"Keep your eyes peeled," he murmured. "We're gonna need gas sometime soon" 

They'd made good time, clearing through several small towns in record time. So far, no one had questioned 
them, and no one had so much as glanced at Dave. It seemed that news didn't travel so fast these days and 
the further they got from Jackson, the less likely they were to be caught. But it still niggled David. 
"Please," he begged, “don't do anything stupid” 

"What do you mean?" 


"| mean" He glanced to Dave. The redhead was leaning against the passenger window, hair balled behind him. "If 


cops ask you anything, just lie through your teeth. Don't mouth off or anything like that.” 
Dave chuckled and hazel eyes turned to them. "You're cute." 


"Huh?" 


A smile lit the redhead's face. "You honestly think I'm going to say, "Why yes, officer, I'm a convicted felon who 
escaped Shoot to Kill. Oh, and just so you know, I'm fucking that pretty guy in the driver's seat". You ain't see 
nothin’ yet, Junior!" 

David felt himself smile, a flicker of happiness in his heart. "Okay, | believe you." 

"Yeah, you might. Millions wouldn't." 

He laughed. "Is that a prophecy?" 

"For what?" 


"For playing in front of millions of people.” 


A hand came to rest in the nap of his neck, gently massaging his tense muscles. Purring, David relaxed into the 


seat, eyes focused on the road. 
"Might be," Dave softly replied "Why? You want to be in a band?" 


His heart leaped at the proposition. Be in a band? It was all he'd dreamed of. He tried to keep his voice from 
squeaking as he replied, "I'd love to." 


"Okay" The fingers dug a little deeper, finding the awkward knots. "When we get to England, it's you and me 
then. We'll find a drummer and another guitarist and then we'll go and finish this world off" 


David chuckled softly, eyes briefly flicking to Dave's. In that moment he saw a million different things in the 
depths of his lover's hazel gems; hope, love, peace. For now, he seemed relaxed, the craziness David had 
originally encountered fading to nothing. 

"Y'know, when | was in prison, | read this flyer. Gave me an idea for a band name." 


"Yeah?" His voice sounded dreamy, the fingers working their magic on him. 


"Was talkin’ about Megadeath, the loss of a million souls due to nuclear war. Thought it would be a good name 


for what we're goin’ through now, except droppin’ the second A." 

"So it's spelled phonetically?" 

Dave smiled at him. "Yep." 

The happiness was overwhelming, rushing through him in a hot wave. He heard himself laugh, fingers tapping 


against the steering wheel. He was escaping, running from his old life, and becoming the man he'd always 


wanted to be. And to think that, a few days earlier he'd nearly finished off the redhead and served him up for 


dinner. 

"Thanks!" he replied. 

"What for?" 

"For, y'know.” He looked at Dave, unable to contain his excitement. "For letting me do this with you." 


Dave's smile was warm and he ruffled a hand through David's hair. "You're a cool guy. Welcome to the band" 
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The gas station lay on the outskirts of a large town. Rundown ard looking like it had little to offer, David pulled 
in, gritting his teeth at the prices of gas. At $1495 a gallon, they were going to have to take it easy. 


"Here." He handed the revolver to Dave. "Anyone tries anything stupid, you shoot ‘em. ‘Cause | wouldn't put it 
past them." 


The roads were empty, as was the forecourt of the station, but he didn't know who was lying in wait. Waiting 
for some gullible, and rich, driver to pull up. They may have had only eight hundred dollars to their name, but 
it was theirs. 


Flipping off the fuel cap, David looked around himself, his hackles rising. It was quiet, too quiet. Even the guy in 
the store hadn't said anything to them. No doubt he was too tired of being robbed, the front of the store 
covered in metal bars, shutters ready to roll down and a rifle on show in the window. Beyond the window, the 
shelves of the store were bare, leaving little to be stolen bar the fuel in the tanks below the concrete. That 
was worth far more than anything the shelves could hold. 


Behind him, he heard the pump click over and he pushed the nozzle into the tank. He could hear the numbers 
clicking over, dreading to look. Instead, he kept his eyes looking around himself. A rustle in the bushes behind 
the station caused him to jump, the nozzle clattering against the tank. 


"lm fuckin’ on it!" came the cry from the van and he heard the hammer of the gun pull back. 

Heart pounding, David watched as a small bird hopped from the bush. It stared at them before hopping across 
the forecourt and taking off. David felt himself smile, hope beginning to rise again. It had been a long time since 
he'd seen a bird and slowly they were coming back. Looking towards the sky, he sent up a silent prayer for the 
bird, that it would live longer than a few days. 


The nozzle clicked and he pulled it out, returning it to the pump before taking a deep breath and looking to the 


price. 


$119.60 


It was enough to bring tears to his eyes. Reaching through the window, he gestured to the glove compartment. 
"Can you pass me the money, please?" 

Dave did as he was asked, passing the envelope back through the window. In his eyes was the crazy look David 
had first seen in the forest, the revolver resting in his lap. With it, Dave looked dangerous, and it sent a shiver 
down David's spine. Yet, beneath it all, he also felt a strange sense of calm, as if the anger which sat in Dave's 
soul would never be used against him. 

Counting out six twenties, he handed the envelope back, watching as it was safely stashed away, hidden from 
view. The door to the gas station was locked and, with a heavy heart, David walked to the small hole in the 
window. Even that was bared by a metal door, the man waiting until David had counted out the cash before he 
opened it. Pushing the money through, forty cents was returned to him before the door was snapped shut, 
the man's eyes watching him warily, hands stroking along the gun. Obviously he'd been robbed one too many 
times for him to be complacent in his job. 


Returning to the van, he hopped in to the driver's seat. "New York?" he asked. 


His reply was a grunt and, starting the engine, he pulled back out on to the road. 
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He chose to drive around the town, not wanting to risk taking a working vehicle with a full tank of gas through 


it. They were a moving target and goodness only knew who'd go after them. 
His decision, he soon discovered, was to be in vain. 


Driving through a wooded area, he slammed on the brakes as, from the depths of the trees, a group of men 


stepped. All armed and all with scarves tied over the mouths and noses, they aimed shotguns at the van. 
"Fuck, not again!" Dave hissed beside him. 


Shaking his head, David glanced over his shoulder. The rifle was in the back and the revolver still lay in Dave's 
lap, his hands locked around it. 


One of the men waved the muzzle of his gun, gesturing for them to get out. 


"Not a hope in hell," he muttered. Leaning back, David snaked his arm around the seat, feeling nothing but the 
cold, hard floor they'd slept and fucked on. 


It was a stand off, his heart pounding, the blood rushing through his head. Whether the men had been lying in 
wait, or whether they'd been tipped off, he didn't know. 


"Offer them food and ammo?" David softly breathed 

"Or shoot the fuckers," Dave replied, voice deep and rasping 

"Don't know if you've noticed or not, but we're greatly outnumbered’ 

"Yeah, but that didn't stop you with the Mindless’ 

Sighing, David reached beneath the seat, his eyes on the mob blocking the road. Pulling the lever, he eased the 
seat back and reached behind it. His hope rose as his fingers brushed over the muzzle of the gun and he 


slowly eased it in to his lap. 


"Yeah," David began, "but the Mindless are called that for a reason These fuckers look like they've got all their 


marbles." 
"Shit." 


"Yeah, we're in it. If we run, they shoot out the tires. If we stay, they shoot us. If we shoot them first, they'll 
finish us off" 


His heart felt as though it was going to burst, terror bubbling away beneath the surface. He didn't want it to 


surface, didn't want to show it to the men and let them know he was scared. 


But he had to take a chance. Rolling down the window, he called, "We have food and ammo. We can give you 
that." 


A mon with a red scarf shook his head. "We want the fuckin’ van" 
"Sorry! No can do. My friend's sick and I'm getting him to New York" 

The man peered at the van. “Doesn't look very sick to me” 

"Hts internal. Damaged bones. Got to get him to one of the big hospitals” 

"An you can afford the treatment can you? That van's fallin’ to fuckin pieces. 


"You're right," he said, “it is falling to pieces. Which is why I'd prefer to leave in it. It won't last you very long 


at all. All we can give you is food and ammo. l'm sorry.” 
Again the man shook his head, hard eyes watching them. "The van, or nothing." 


From beside him, there came the sound of a gun firing and, a split second later, the man dropped to the 


ground, a bullet through his skull. The panic reared its head and David gunned the engine, swinging the van 
around and putting his foot to the floor. The van roared off back the way they'd come, swerving back and 


forth as gun shots fired around them. 
"Stupid, fuckin’ stupid, idiot!" he screamed, hands clenched white around the wheel 
"What?!" Dave didn't sound happy, but then neither was he, the stress snapping, 
"Fuckin shooting him! What the fuck did you do that for?! 


"Because we'd have been there all fuckin’ day bargaining with them. And they'd still have gotten the fuckin’ van. 


Someone had to do something!" 


Bullets popped off the sides of the van, the ping of metal loud around them. Thankfully the tires and windows 
remained in one piece and, turning back on to the main highway, David breathed a sigh of relief. It was through 
the town or nothing. Crossing himself, he hoped they wouldn't be a repeat performance. There was only so 


much he could take before he'd put a bullet through his own skull. 


Chased Out Of Town 


Author's Notes: 
For AFieldWithoutAName. Enjoy! 


The town was nothing like Jackson. Instead it resembled a ghetto with metal fronted shops and groups of 
dissolute people loitering on the streets. A few other vehicles drove through, the people watching them with 


hungry eyes. But, at every corner, policemen were stationed, hands glued to their guns. 


Relaxing a little, David began to speed up, making sure that they stayed well below the speed limit. The last 
thing he needed was for them to be pulled over. Instinctively his hand went to the lock on the door. 


"Your's locked?" he murmured. 


From the passenger side there came the click of the door lock activating. Behind his ribs, his heart pounded, 
his eyes forever on the cops. If they could get through town, they were home free. They'd load the guns and 
head back onto the back roads. They'd stop for no one, just keep the pedal to the floor and hope they made it 


to New York in one piece. 

"What a creepy fuckin’ place," Dave whispered. 

"Yep." 

They drove in silence, David bargaining on the town's main thoroughfare to take them straight out and back to 
the highway. Signs attached to the front of shops offered food for exuberant prices. People could trade in gold, 
guns, and clothes for a loaf of bread. Others offered food in return for manual labour jobs helping to rebuild 
the shattered infrastructure, although many had No Situations Vacant hanging below the original sings. Even the 
gas station had been relocated to an old warehouse, steel doors firmly locked and armed guards surrounding 
the building. 

"Dread to think what New York is like now." 

"You ain't the only one," David softly replied. 

There had been stories, coming in via the radio, that the cities were no go areas, the police and justice system 
too overwhelmed to do anything. It made his body feel leaden to think that they were going straight in to the 


jaws of hell. David only hoped that the stories weren't as bad as people were making them out to be. 


From the corner of his eye, he watched Dave fiddle with the radio. 


"Doesn't work. Was blown out by the pulse.” 


Dave appeared not to listen, fingers working at the dial. Yet, as though coming from another world, a tiny 
sound began to emit from it, crackling and hissing. David only just managed to regain his senses as another 
voice joined them. It was barely there, carried on weak radio signals to a receiver which only just worked. Even 


when Dave turned up the volume, the announcer could only just be made out. 


"This is John Fortman on KMXC, reporting in with your daily news." He sounded tired, as though nothing had 
changed for many months. "We're beginning to get the reports on this year's harvests. Grain growth is up 13% 
on what it was twelve months ago. Crops of potatoes and other vegetables are up Il%. Milk and egg production 
are also up 11% on a year ago. The Rations Reserve will begin negotiations to purchase these crops and your 
ration books for the next year will be issued within the next month. The Rations Reserve are asking all holders 
of a Rations Card to go to their local town hall to have their details re-registered. We know it is an 


inconvenience but it must be done to ensure fairness when it comes to the distribution of food. 

In other news, an electrical substation in the downtown area will be brought back online later. Although 
electrical supply to the larger towns is still intermittent, it is in our best interests to make sure that all 
equipment is repaired and working. The government is estimating that it will be another three years before full 
electrical supply is restored to the entire country and electricity rationing will continue.” 

The voice faded away, obviously now out of range of their tiny receiver. Leaning over, David turned it off. 
"Fuck, didn't realise that still worked!" 

"Yeah, but only just" 


"And didn't realise places had electricity either. Jackson certainly fuckin’ didn't” 


He heard David sigh and shift in his seat. "Yeah, but you guys were a backwater kinda place. They're gonna fix 
it and send it to the larger places first, aren't they? Get their industries workin’ again" 


"True." David sighed, a small, dreamy smile on his face. "Can't even remember what a light powered by 


electricity looks like." 

‘lm sure you can" 

"One good thing about it all was Mom didn't hassle me so much to clean my room. No way you could see 
everywhere to get at the dust bunnies!" He laughed and slapped a hand against the steering wheel. Yet the 
happiness only lasted a moment, his mind turning to the family he'd left behind. He loathed hated leaving them 
behind, even if he had been unhappy in Jackson. They were still his family and always would be. 


"What about your family?" he softly asked. 


Glancing over, he watched Dave look out of the window. His lover took a huge breath, never looking across to 


him as he began to speak "We don't talk about them." 
"Why?" 


The atmosphere in the van suddenly changed and Dave whirled on his, eyes lit with the fires of Hell, lips drawn 


back into a vicious snarl. "Did you not hear me?!" 


The van slid in to the opposite lane, a group of people on the sidewalk roaring with laughter as it swerved back 
and forth. Trying to control his shaking, David grabbed at the steering wheel and hauled it back across the 


road. 
"Y-yes, | heard you," he whispered, vision swimming, the fear eclipsing his sight. "Sorry" 


Beside him, he heard Dave nestle back down into his seat. Was that one of the reasons Dave had been put on 
Shoot to Kill? Because of his temper? Would Dave kill him? Nervously he eyed the glove compartment, 
wondering who would get to who first. 


nnn 


His hunch had been right, the road through the town had lead straight back to the highway. Pulling off it, he 
took a narrow road which ran parallel to it, hoping that they wouldn't be stopped and, he prayed, wouldn't be 
stopped. Dave was still silent, eyes watching the passing scenery, the fear and anger still lingering in the air. 


Not only that, but they stank to high heaven 


Spotting a river, he swung the van off the road and in to a clump of trees. Sunset was coming but there was 
still time to wash. On the plus side, it would give them some time out of the van and away from what had 
been said. Shutting off the engine, he grabbed the wash bag from the back, got out, kicking the door shut in 


his wake. 


Walking to the edge of the wide river, David sat on a rock and stared at the fast moving water. It wasn't deep; 
he could see the riverbed. What had he gotten himself in to? Was it the right thing to have done? Or should 
he have just tossed the red-head back to the wilderness? 


Glancing over his shoulder, he shook his head. There was something fragile about Dave, something which was 
easily broken and hard to repair. It was as if he needed someone who didn't judge him and wouldn't push him 


away when the going got tough. It was as though he needed a true friend. 


Stripping his clothes off, David shivered as he stepped in to the water. It raced around his ankles, nipping at his 
legs with shards of cold. Winter was still a few weeks away but already it could be tasted in the water. Taking 
a deep breath, he finally knelt, letting it wash around him, taking his stench, and his fear, with it. His teeth 
chattered as he poured it over his head, kneading his fingers in to his hair. Stubble was beginning to scratch at 
his skin and he grabbed for the bag of toiletries. It was the one thing he would never have thought of but 


which his mother had carefully packed. There was enough to at least get them to England. From there, they 


were on their own 


Carefully he shaved himself before working the bar of homemade soap across his shivering skin He lathered 
and rinsed his hair before making for the shore, grabbing his clothes and wrapping them around himself. 
Rubbing himself dry, he nearly ran when a hand landed on his shoulder. 


"s alright. It's just me." 
Whirling around, he glared at Dave. "Don't sneak up on me like that. You could've been anyone!" 


Dave looked to the ground and he suddenly felt bad. Touching a hand to the red-head's face he quietly 


mumbled, "Sorry." 

"Me too." 

David frowned. "What for?" 

"For being an ass back there. For shouting at you." 


"s alright," David replied. "You don't have to talk and | shouldn't have pushed you." He looked to the river. "Look, 
why don't you go and have a wash. It'll make you feel better." 


Dave didn't need much more encouragement and, moments later, he was following David, shivering beneath the 
grasp of the water. With one eye on Dave, he wandered around, collecting wood and kindling. Arranging it before 
a small group of rocks, he set to work with a set of flint stones. It was a slow, sometimes tedious process, 
but by the time Dave was proclaiming that he was "about to freeze his fuckin’ balls off" a fire was crackling 
and popping. 


"Well, aren't you the boy scout?" 


Sitting back on his heels, David grinned up at the man before him. "You never know when it's gonna come in 
useful." 


His eyes swept over Dave. He stood there, naked and dripping wet, hands on his hips and the sun setting behind 
him. David felt his mouth water and his breath come in short pants. Pulling himself on to one of the rocks, he 
gestured Dave closer. In the light of the fire, a confused look crossed his friend's face, but he obliged. 


An overwhelming need washed over David and he slid his hands up Dave's legs and to his ass. Cupping it, he 
gave it a squeeze before sliding one hand to his friend's flaccid cock. It was thick and heavy, pulsing as he ran 


his fingers along the damp, velvety flesh. 


A hand came to rest in the back of his neck, fingers stroking over his still wet hair. "Take your time, Junior." 


David didn't look up at up him as he stroked, feeling it stretch and harden, his heavy balls pulling with it. With 
a groan, he finally impaled his mouth on his friend's cock, sucking and licking as he pushed a hand down the 


front of his own pants. 


Furiously stroking his own, aching erection, David gave in to the feelings which he'd kept secret for so long. 
Above him, Dave wound his fingers in to his hair, tugging and pushing, encouraging David to take as much of 
his length as he could. Silky pre-come slid over his tongue and down his throat, making him groan with 
pleasure. Never did he think he'd be sitting before someone, tasting and pleasuring them in ways he'd only 


dreamed of. 


With a grunt, Dave came, his hot seed pumping down his throat. Gagging, David did his best to swallow before 
pulling away and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His own cock throbbed against his hand, begging 
for the same release. Easing his jeans to his knees, he stroked, his orgasm building. Somewhere, in amid the 
haze of pleasure, he could hear Dave calling to him, encouraging him, telling David that it was okay to finally be 


the person he'd always wanted to be. 


The Sky At Night 


Author's Notes: 
Writing IOI: Don\'t write stuff like this on a dark night with the wind and rain lashing at the windows. Hopefully 


it won\'t freak you out as much as it did me! 


Huddled beneath blankets, they sat around the camp fire, feasting on homemade granola bars and the bounty 
of berries that autumn had cast among the trees. Dave had questioned his knowledge, pondering the difference 


between edible and certain death. 
"You learn," David had said with a shrug. "When there's nothing else to eat you either starve or survive." 
It had quietened the redhead but only for a moment. Then the questions had started. How did you learn which 


were safe? Which were good in pie? Which were good in sauce? Wasn't it bad for the gut to be eating so 


many? David had chuckled and answered each one carefully, swelling with pride. No one had ever taken so much 
interest in listening to him. And with the opportunity arising he talked and talked and talked, his vocal chords 
aching by the time they crashed before the fire. 

The sun had set long ago, and the fire had burned to embers, leaving brush strokes of stars dappling the sky. 
Leaning against Dave, David tilted his head back, muttering a "Wow" as he looked at the sky. Sure, he'd seen it 
almost every night following The Crash but it still amazed him. 

"Whatcha thinkin?" Dave's hand brushed through his hair, fingers massaging his head. 

"You know." He shrugged. 

"No, | don't" 

"Wondering if there's anyone else out there, that's all," he said softly. 

"Life, the universe and everythin?" Dave asked. 

"Pretty much, yeah." 

"Do you think there's anyone out there?" 

David shrugged and relaxed against the hand, purring softly before replying, "I don't know. | mean, I'd love there 
to be. Love to know that it wasn't just us here, you know. And | wonder what they know. Are they more 


advanced than us? What's their technology like? Are they watching us now? Have they ever been to earth? 
Will we ever go to their worlds?" Shifting his head, he gazed up at Dave's shadowy figure. "What do you think?" 


Dave was silent for a moment before whispering, "| believe." 

A chill ran down David's spine and he shifted slightly, both Dave and the sky within his vision. "Believe in what?" 
"That we're not alone." 

"What makes you say that?" 


Dave shrugged, his hand stilling in the nap of David's neck. "Roswell, stuff like that. | think we have been visited, 
that alien species walk among us. Don't think they're all that nice though." 


David was quiet for a moment. Sitting upright, he leaned his arms against his legs and looked at Dave. "You can 
talk, you know. I'm not gonna judge you. Actually, I'm really interested. Want to know what your thoughts and 


opinions on stuff are." 


He heard Dave chuckle before the redhead leaned back on his elbows, eyes firmly on the beautiful sky above 
them. He took a deep breath and began: "When | was a kid, | saw stuff. Never told anyone ‘cause | didn't want 
to be known as a kook My life was bad enough as it was without everyone knowin' that the Mustaine kid had 
seen UFO's. But | saw ‘em. Saw ‘em a few times. And every time | got that nasty sixth sense, that feeling in 
the pit of your stomach and in your blood that something's not right.” 


"What did they look like? The UFO's, | mean" 

"One was a huge dish like craft. Me and some of the other kids were out in the middle of nowhere, doing stuff 
kids shouldn't have been doing, and it just appeared, almost like it had some cloaking device. It hung there in the 
sky, blocking out all the stars. It gave off this quiet thumming noise and there were lights around the edges, 
red and yellow and blue. It was there for a couple of minutes before it shot off. No way could any plane we 


own could pull the moves it did." 


A tiny shiver of fear ran along David's spine and he cast his eyes back to the sky. But he couldn't stop now, 
the fascination gripping him as much as the fear. "And the other times?" 


Dave's shadow turned to him. "IF | tell you this, you promise not to tell another living soul?" 
"Cross my heart! 

He heard Dave swallow and, in the starlight, watched him ball his hands in to fists. "They came 
“They?” 


"Creatures from outer space." 


The breath was knocked from David but only for a heartbeat. "You're shittin' me?" 

Dave's shadow shook its head. "No, not shitting you." 

"Woah... So, what happened?" 

"Again, we were out doing stuff kids shouldn't have been doing. This one was a massive black triangular craft. 
Landed right in front of us. We should have run but we didn't. Just stood and watched like it was somethin’ 
from a movie. Anyway, this door opened in it, you know, like in the Day After Tomorrow. Loads of light pouring 
from it and this shadow walking down the ramp. It was tall and thin, with gangly limbs, long fingers and an oval 
head. It only had four fingers, all of ‘em as thin as sticks. We couldn't see anything else ‘cause of the dark. It 
stood before us and, just before we ran, it held up its hand. | don't know what the fuck it did but it somehow 
sent pictures to our brains. And we all saw the same thing." 

Swallowing around the lump of fear, David reached out a hand and placed it on Dave's knee. "What did you see?" 
"Them. Saw them in all their gory glory. Saw their black oval eyes and the rows of sharp teeth in their 
mouths. Saw them tearin’ humans limb from limb, eating their flesh, their teeth and fingers dripping with 
blood. Saw them stealin’ people and doing experiments on them. It's why we have so many unsolved abductions, 
you know." 


"cause of the aliens?" 


"Yeah, ‘cause of the aliens. It's why you see so many kids on milk cartons. They prefer the kids ‘cause they're 


easier to experiment on" 

"And they never bring them back?" 

"Oh, they bring them back," Dave said. "They give them to the government, along with their findings. The 
government keep them for a while in these huge underground bunkers. Then, when they're done with them, 
they kill them." 

"And the alien showed you all of this?" 

"Yeah, pretty much," he whispered. "Horrible fuckin’ creature." 

David was curious. "Did you find out why they came here?" 

Dave shook his head. "No, but | have my suspicions." 


"Do you mind me asking what they are?" 


"Nah, not at all. | reckon it's because their own planet is dying. They're looking for somewhere else to settle and 


the government have cut them a deal for Earth. They give the government their tech, whatever that is, and 
the aliens get to eventually settle here." 


A fear like David had never felt before wrapped around him, chilling him and making his skin crawl. Wrapping 
the blanket tighter to him, he stood and took Dave's hand. "Come on. Let's go and sleep." 


Walking to the van, he pondered what Dave had said. Could someone really have been visited from outer space? 
Could his strange experiences explain away some of Dave's odd behaviour? Stranger things had certainly 


happened and he wanted to keep an open mind. But still.. 


He'd never look at the night sky in the same light. 


They slept curled together, his arms around Dave and holding him close, as though protecting him from 
anything which wanted to harm him. On waking, they'd eaten and washed in silence before hitting the road. New 
York was only a few hours away and it seemed right to just put their foot down and drive. 


Dave sat in silence, his head resting against the window, eyes seeming to be different. Reaching out, David 
stroked along his face. "You alright?" 


He nodded. "Yeah, alright. Just thinkin’ about last night." 
"Don't. Try and put it to the back of your mind." 
‘lm trying. Not easy." 


Concern rose in his soul. He shouldn't have pushed Dave to tell his stories yet he'd seemed so willing. "Anythin’ 
| can do to help?" 


Looking at him, Dave smiled. "Nah. Not at the moment. I'll be fine in a bit" 
David returned his smile. "Well, l'm here if you need me okay?" 
Creeping across the seats, Dave placed a kiss to his head. "Thanks." 


wun 


A bullet pocked sign read New York, 5 Miles and David instinctively slowed up. They'd had a last fueling stop 
forty miles back, the gas station being even more heavily fortified than the first one they'd stopped at. 


Beyond the sign, he could see the all too famous skyline of New York, the Empire State Building spearing the 
slightly smoky air. Beside him, he heard Dave stretch, joints clicking before he muttered, "Woah." 


"Yeah." David could feel his heart pounding, everything coming in to perfect clarity. "We're here." 


The road was empty yet, as they closed in on the city, they were joined by a few others, all driving old cars, 
guns visible through the windows. Some had added crude, rusting armour to the car's body and metal bars at 
the windows. They were just like them, others who'd become tired of life elsewhere and were looking for a 


fresh start, heading to the cities to get it. 
Yet the wide road also held warnings of what was to come; burnt out and abandoned cars and, hanging from a 


useless streetlight, a handless body. David felt himself balk, the bile rising as the body slowly twisted in the 


breeze. 

"Shit," Dave hissed. "Wondered what they did?" 

They didn't have to wait long, a sign attached to the lamppost telling them that person had had their hands 
amputated before being killed for robbery. Out of the corner of his eyes, he saw Dave look at his hands 
before pushing them in to his pockets. 

Creeping closer to the city, David could feel unseeing eyes watching them. There appeared to be a myriad of 
different objects attached to railings and lights, objects cobbled together from boxes, wires and mirrors, all 
running somewhere, all silently watching them. He wondered if they belonged to the inhabitants of the city, or 
if they were some kind of security system. Only time would tell, he supposed. 

The buildings surrounding the freeway were a wreck. Most were still standing but were in a dire state of 
repairs, windows, walls and even roofs having all fallen in or been wrecked. Between them, and along the roads, 
were shanty towns, built from whatever people had been able to lay their hands on. Despite the obvious sign 
of living conditions, the streets were strangely empty. 

"Dave?" 

"Yeah?" Dave's voice was distant. 

"You still want to do this?" 

"Do you still wanna do it, Junior?" 

He wasn't so sure but needed to sound confident. "Yeah, | still wanna do it." 

"In that case, we do it" 


Rolling over a bridge and in to the city, they discovered it wasn't New York any more. 


It was a war zone. 


Big Brother Is Watching 


With his eyes firmly on the road, David murmured, "Get the guns.’ 


He heard his rifle being collected and rounds loaded before its welcoming length was laid across his lap. The 


glove box was next, the revolver taken out, checked and reloaded. 


New York still looked like New York. Mostly. Fallen masonry cluttered the sidewalks. The lower half of buildings 
were plated with metal, gun sights bored in to them. Shops appeared to operate through tiny, letterbox 
openings, while gun turrets had been built on the tops of buildings. Other buildings, skyscrapers and single 
story buildings alike, had crumbled to nothing, either brought down by the survivors or finally giving in to the 
abuse inflicted on them by those trying to rebuild their lives. Whole streets had been cordoned off with wire 
mesh, keeping any traffic on the main thoroughfares. Some had make shift bunkers built in front of them, 
guns pointing out in to the wide roads. Crudely painted symbols adorned the walls of every corner and the 
roads were cracked, plants and trees taking over where once there had been nothing but cars and trucks. 
Smoke curled from buildings, less the manicness of an out of control fire and more the simpleness of a cooking 
fire. Lack of electricity meant that those who were still alive had had to improvise. On ever street was at 
least one large sign, plastered the side of a building, proclaiming what crimes were punishable by death. David 


scanned his eyes over one as they crept past. 
Punishable By Death 


Robbery 
Prostitution 
Murder 
Gang-related Violence 
Extortion 

Evasion of Taxes 
Grand Theft Auto 
Poisoning 

Arson 

Rape 

Drug Dealing 


All Sentences Will Be Carried Out Immediately and Without Trial 
By Order Of Big Brother 


You Have Been Warned We Are Watching 
And there, mounted on the tops of hastily erected posts, he saw how Big Brother kept watch. Hundreds of 


cameras, no doubt linked to some electrical supply somewhere, watched, glassy eyes focused on the ground 


below. Among the smoke, and the stench of several million people and a broken city, was a sense of unease. 


Yet, despite the unease, people were out and about, walking from place to place, warily keeping an eye on the 
loitering gangs and the van which crawled among them. The question was, who was going to snap first to steal 


the van? 


David could feel a migraine begin to boil behind his eyes, its pickaxe of pain chipping away at his skull. Growling, 
he shook his head. "We gotta find a place to stop." 


"Why?" 

“cause I'm in fuckin’ pain!" he snapped. 

"0-fuckin'-kay!" Dave howled in response. "What the fuck do you want me to do?" 

David could feel the anger rising, masking the fear of an out of control Dave. He had wondered when this 
moment would come, the moment when he'd meet one of the demons deep within his soul. And now it was upon 
them. Slamming on the brakes, he laid his aching head against the steering wheel, resisting the urge to shoot 
Dave and then himself. It would be all too easy, a way to end the pain and the agony of the previous four 


years. 


"What do | want you to do?" he wearily asked. "| want you to take over driving and find somewhere for us to 


stay the night. | don't care where it is, just as long as it has a bed" 


Slipping into the back of the van, he hunkered down beneath the pile of blankets and closed his eyes. A second 


later and the van started to move, swaying over the bumps and cracks. 


Once upon a time, it had probably been a grand hotel. But with all its trimmings torn away, it was little more 
than a shell. Didn't stop them charging fancy hotel prices, prices which had caused David's migraine to go 
through the roof. Still, it was a place to rest and, following a wash down with cold water and a sliver of soap, 
with the tattered curtains pulled shut and an arm thrown over his eyes, he was starting to feel somewhat 


normal. 


"You want painkillers?" Dave's voice came from somewhere near the window. The window of which one pane had 
obviously been shot out, a plank of wood hiding the hole. 


‘| haven't seen a painkiller since before ‘8I," he replied. "If you can find me one, I'll marry you." 
Dave chuckled. "So you cook up all your own medicines?" 


"Pretty much, yeah." The effort of talking caused the pain to swell, pounding against the side of his skull. 


"Ever tried pressure points?" 
Lifting an arm, David opened an eye and instantly regretted it. "Huh?" 


Dave didn't say another word, just knelt beside him and pressed a thumb to the soft spot behind his ear. David 


gasped as something warm rushed through him, the pain deadening by a couple of degrees. 


Dave kisses his forehead, obviously trying to make up for the earlier outburst. "Don't do that too often 


otherwise you'll do yourself permanent damage." 
"But-" It had felt so good, so relaxing, so soothing. 


"Endorphins." Dave shrugged. Don't ask me how it works. Just does." His fingers ghosted over David's eyes. 


"Now close your eyes an’ try an' get some rest" 


wun 


He woke with a start, darkness and silence wrapped around him. Scrabbling around, he laid his hands on a box 
of matches and a stub of a hand, the hotel's efforts at providing its clients with light. The pitiful flame 
illuminated all that was wrong with the room. The hole in the wall, obviously beaten there by a survivor. The 
bare, lifeless wiring which dangled from the ceiling. The holes where metal light fittings dangled. A musty smell 
of rot clung to everything, catching in the back of his throat. Somewhere, out in the wreckage of the city, 
someone had power. That someone was most likely Big Brother, the shadowy, ever watching eye. And, like any 


power, they weren't willing to share, not even with a city which so desperately needed it. 


Somewhere, deep in the building, something creaked and thudded, making David jump, his heart racing. The 
migraine had faded to little more than a dull ache, but suddenly it flared back to life, red hot and thundering 
through his skull. 


Dave had disappeared, obviously making use of the time while David slept. It didn't stop him from worrying, his 
fingers picking at loose bits of blanket. He wondered where he was and whether he was safe. If Dave's past 
endeavors were anything to go by, David had a right to worry. What if he'd gotten in to a fight? What if he'd 
been picked up by Big Brother? The worry grew, fuelled by the pain in his skull. Groaning, he slipped back to 
the bed, fingers clawing at his hair and pressing in to his scalp. Sliding one hand down his face, David found the 
soft spot just behind his ear, and pressed. The rush of warmth flooded through him, tapping at the pain for a 
brief moment, before fading. 


Suddenly the door flew open, crashing into the wall. With the adrenaline racing, David scrambled upright and 
instinctively grabbed the gun. 


‘Its me! Put the gun down, for fuck's sake!" 


The door was closed far quieter than it was opened and Dave stepped in to the pool of light cast by the candle. 


The flame set off the golds and oranges in his hair, turning it into finely spun silk His face was cast partly in 
shadows. He held out his hand, a single white pill lying in his palm. David felt himself cock an eyebrow. 


"Hts Oxycodone. 
"And where did you get it?" David hoarsely asked 

"Guy on the street! 

David felt his heart drop, suddenly turned fo cold stone. "Dave, drug dealing's illegal!" 
"Yeah, but | brought it. Not like | was handin’ ‘em out or anything” 


"But what if the rules are different?! We don't know what this Big Brother's like. The one thing we want to do 
is keep our heads down and get the fuck outta here. | don't want to have to watch you die." 


He heard Dave snort. "You're not gonna watch me die. Tomorrow we go to the airport and find out when the 


next Clunker leaves." 
"Yeah, and we've got to find the money first. What if you were caught on camera?” 


A hand touched his cheek, a desperate attempt to calm him. "You forget that I've done this before. | know how 
to not get caught." 


David felt himself laugh. "In case you've forgotten, the reason we met is because you were caught" 


"Yeah, well, you live an‘ learn" Dave's body pressed to his own, warm and comforting, and David felt himself 


relax. "Just take it, okay? It'll help with the pain | promise. It'll make you feel like a million dollars.’ 


David chuckled, refusing to give in to the hands which whispered over his aching body. "Yeah, ‘cause right now 


| feel like | should be paying someone to look at me." 
Lips touched his throat. "You look fine, and you smell great." 


Sinking in to the lumpy bed, he sighed and turned to face Dave. Stroking along his boyfriend's jaw, he smiled. 


"Somethin' you want?" 
The lips found his, warm, soft and wet, giving him gentle kisses. "Yeah, you." 


Grinning against Dave's mouth, he plucked the pill from the offered hand and dropped it on to the small bedside 
table. He didn't want anything, not even the welcome rush a painkiller, to cloud what was about to happen 


The End? 


With the haze of his orgasm and the relief of the drug, it was the best night's sleep David had had in years. 
There was no living by his wits, worried that someone was going to break in to the house. No sleeping with one 
hand on his gun in case of rustlers. It was pure, unadulterated sleep, the kind so deep he wouldn't have woken 
if war had broken out. Dave had had so much trouble waking him that he just bundled David in to his arms, 
settled him in the passenger seat and began to drive. Their one night of pleasure was over. It was time to get 
their game face on and get the Hell out of the country. Before the Hell grabbed them and sucked them under, 
which it would inevitably do at some point. There was no way they could make anything of themselves in New 
York. Heck, they couldn't do anything with themselves anywhere in America. The place was a wasteland, still 
desolate and broken, desperately trying to put itself back together, only to fall back several steps. Everyone 


was tired, everyone was exhausted and anyone who seemed to be helping had melted away to nothing. 


The plan was to get out until their van slammed to a stop. Somewhere, deep in haze world, David heard voices. 


He heard shouting and fists pounding the van. It was the sound of a gun being cocked which woke him. 


There seemed to be hundreds of them, a mix of races and genders, all staring at them. All were armed, 
whether with guns, clubs, or metal bars. All looked as though the Devil lived in their souls, eyes blazing. As 
useless as it would be, his hand instinctively crawled to the rifle behind him. his fingers tightened around the 
butt as a man, big, burly, and as mean as fuck stepped forward. The man grinned, showing several gold teeth, 
his bald head and bulging arms showing a mural of bad prison tattoos. Swinging a baseball bat in one hand, he 


nodded towards them. 


The cool chill of adrenaline swept through David, the pain of the previous day gone and replaced with perfect 
clarity. Leaning back into the seat, he felt around and drew a box of ammo closer. They were going to be 

useless against the mob but it was better to be prepared than not at all. The seven P's, Proper Planning and 
Preparation Prevents Piss Poor Performance, rolled through his mind, a stark reminder that he who snoozed 


was most likely to lose. And this was a game he didn't want to lose. 

The man indicated to roll down the window and, from the corner of his eye, he saw Dave shake his head. The 
man's grin widened, the scars around his eyes stretching and contorting, and he swung the bat towards the 
windshield, stopping before he hit it. He heard Dave roll the window down an inch. 

"Our fuckin’ van now" The man's voice was gruff and deep. 

"Not a fuckin’ chance," Dave replied. 

Breathing deeply, he butted the gun against the side of the van and wrapped his hand around it, brain vaguely 
remembering he had loaded it the previous day. In Dave's lap he could see the revolver, his fingers nervously 


tapping against it. 


The mob closed around them, weapons rising, threatening. 


"You got full chambers?" he asked softly. 
"Yep. How many shots you got?" 


"Come onl" the man howled, the bat slamming into the metalwork of the van. "Get the fuck out before | fuckin’ 
get you out!" 


"Three. How many do you think are out there?" 

The mob drew closer and a missile was launched, cracking the roof. 

Dave's shoulder brushed against his own as he shrugged. "Dunno. Fifteen, twenty” 

"Fuck," David breathed. "There seems like hundreds." 

Dave chuckled. "Yeah, welcome to the world of post-oxycodone. Everything feels fuckin’ amazing, doesn't it?" 


Laughing, David didn't answer. At least if they were going to die, they'd die laughing like maniacs. He couldn't 
think of a better way to go. 


Except that he didn't. He wanted to leave New York Wanted to get on the Clunker and go. Wanted to see the 
world. Wanted to play bass and see the crowds. Wanted to do something amazing. Wanted to save the world. 
And he wasn't going to do it with a bunch of ugly motherfuckers staring at them. 


Glancing through the window, he did a quick count. There were six, seven, guns at a push. Whether they were 
loaded or not, he didn't know. Ammo had to be at premium, especially on the street. He doubted some two bit 


thugs would have much to their names. 


A metal rod thudded in to the side of the van, their vehicle beginning to rock on its already shoddy chassis. 
The poor thing had already been through enough and how much more it would cope with, he didn't know. 


"Right," he said as another missile was launched, narrowly missing the front window. "Windshield's split down 


the middle. You're a good shot. Take out those with guns. We'll worry about the rest later: 
Cracking his window open, he pulled the rifle along the side of the seat. "Ready?" 

"Ready as lIl ever be, boss’ 

et 


Chambering a round, he brought up the gun, aimed through the window and fired. The first gunman fell and, 
instantly, the others brought their weapons up. Amped up on the rush, he reloaded and fired just as the first 


shot ricocheted off the van. Another gunman fell, blood splattering the already filthy street. Without taking a 
breath, David loaded the last bullet and fired. His final attacker fell in a hail of skull and brain matter. 


Grabbing the box, he slammed it into his lap and reloaded as the mob came for them, determined to have the 
van, and most likely them. Beside him, he could hear Dave cursing, cartridges flying across the floor. Tossing 


the loaded rifle into the redhead's lap, he grabbed the revolver. 
"Don't worry, | got this. Just keep firing!" 


With a relaxation he didn't know he possessed, David quickly reloaded the revolver and resumed his attack A 
few more attackers fell before the rest of them suddenly dropped, heads blown clean from their shoulders. 


With the adrenaline still coursing, David focused on what had ended the attack. 


A large, black armoured truck rolled up beside them. Guns protruded from slots, the thick tires crunching 
over the dead. It gave off an air of menace and David felt a twinge of fear grow as he saw the white letters 


along the side. 
BB. 


No doubt they stood for Big Brother, the city's invisible law enforcement. The truck stopped, hissing and falling 
back on its suspension as it did. For a moment they sat and stared at it before a thick door opened. A figure, 
dressed from head to foot in black, a helmet on their head and a breathing mask obscuring their face, jumped 
down. Their booted feet broke marched over the fallen before stopping in front of the van. Their head moved 


up and down, obviously looking them over, before it turned to focus on them. 


The fear grew, cold and stone like, and David found himself placing the revolver back in the glove compartment. 
For whatever good it would do. They'd killed and now they would be killed in return, probably slowly and 
painfully. He could feel his breath hitching, his palms becoming slick with sweat. Idly he wiped them along his 


Jeans. 
The being walked to the side of the van, faceless head forever staring at them. 


"David Scott Mustaine." Its voice was husky, amplifying from the suit. It sounded strange, stuttering, as though 
they were speaking through a computer. "You are guilty of drug dealing, grand larceny-" 


"But the week's up!" David protested. 


The creature turned its blank, masked face to look at him before returning its attention to Dave. He could see 
his boyfriend shaking, hands on the wheel as he reached for the keys. Instantly the monster raised a hand and 
the truck moved in front of them. From behind them, the road shook and, looking in the rear view mirror, 


David saw another truck pull up behind them, guns aimed at their heads. 


It began to speak again, "You are also guilty of drug dealing and prostitution while in the state of New York 


Your punishment: Death." 


David felt his vision swim, and he clamped a hand over Dave's shoulder as the redhead slumped over the 
wheel, body shaking. The door was hauled open and a hand grabbed Dave, yanking him from the van. David 
heard himself howl, hands flailing uselessly as he tried to reach for the one person who'd made him feel alive. 


First he'd lost Greg. Now he'd lose Dave to the darkness of death. 


In those brief seconds, Dave appeared to regain himself, suddenly screaming and struggling, fighting against the 
creature which held him. It didn't last for long as more of the black clad figures jumped from the truck and 
grabbed him, yanking at his limbs and restraining them, a gag forced between his snarling lips and a blindfold 


pulled over his eyes. 


Struggling from the van, David confronted them, his own voice joining in with the disapproval. Everything felt 
as though it was moving in slow motion, his limbs and voice feeling disconnected from himself. Eventually the 
first creature reached out a hand and laid it on David's shoulder, stilling him. Beneath the gloved hand he felt 


heavy, his own soul being sucked from his body. 
"What about me?" he heard himself ask. 


The being looked around them. "Self defense. Executions are at sundown," the odd voice continued. "Central 


Park." 


Then they were gone, melting back into their truck and taking Dave with them. The engines fired up and they 
cruised back along the wide, empty road. Slumping against the van, David watched them go before sinking to 
the ground, head in his hands. So close, and yet so far. And now he would have to say goodbye to the person 
who had laid their life on the line for him. Beneath the grief the guilt began to eat at him. It was his fault 
Dave had gone out. If he hadn't said anything about the migraine, Dave would have stayed with him instead of 
putting himself in danger. Not only that, but he'd sold his body to get his hands on the high-end painkiller. 


He looked to the sky and watched a few clouds pass over the blue sky. Sundown would come all too soon and, 
as much as he loathed the thought of the pain which was to come, he wanted to be there for Dave. Wanted 
the redhead to know that he meant every word he'd said, that Dave was more to him than a quick fuck and a 


way out of the country. 


A Good Night To Die 


The sun was sinking as he made his way along the empty roads and towards Central Park. The skyscrapers 
towered over him like dead guards, the windows dark, glass scattering the side walk. Some were burned out, 
the ghosts of flames licking at the sides of the buildings. Quietly he drove through Times Square, the once 
flickering adverts black and dead. All around him he could feel eyes, hidden eyes watching him, whether from 
the cameras or those of the residents, all hidden away in the gathering shadows. 


He soon discovered where the citizens of New York were. 
Walking, all in the same direction. 


As the throngs spilled out on to the road, he inched his way through them, the slivers of sky between the 


soaring buildings turning pink, orange and gold. 


David felt numb, his body cold and brain empty. Following Dave's arrest he hadn't moved, instead sitting by the 
van and remembering the few precious days they'd had together. Dave's love and tenderness, as well as his 
determination to do something with his life in the face of all adversity, had warmed him, chasing away the cold 
rock that his heart had become. He'd yet to cry, the grief hidden away. It would come, but only once he'd seen 
the sentence Dave had originally been given carried. Then he would grieve, would cry, would scream, and ask 


the world why. Why someone had been taken from him. 


In the back of his mind a flicker of an idea dawned, one which would see him going to England, rounding up the 
best musicians he could find, and turning Dave's dream of Megadeth in to a reality. It may have been 


something small, but it would keep the redhead's memory alive forever. 


Rolling over the grass of Central Park, he aimlessly followed the walkers, letting them lead him. When they 
finally stopped, David found himself in one of the wide, open spaces the park was famous for. Darkening 
buildings surrounded them like a wall, their glassy eyes watching. The grass was stained brown and, amid the 
crowds of people, implements of torture and death had been assembled; trucks with chains trailing from them, 
stakes with wood piled around them and, in one corner, a cage of Mindless, their fingers curled around the 
bars, noses sniffing the scent of coming death. Before the equipment which would bring the pain and tears 
stood the black clad figures. Each of them had a prisoner kneeling before them, arms bound behind them, eyes 
hidden behind blindfolds and mouths silenced by gags. Each had a sign around their necks, no doubt listing their 
crimes, David too far back to read them. There must have been thirty or forty of the poor souls, all waiting, 
a gun pressed to the backs of their heads. Scanning them, his heart dropped when he spotted Dave. Head 
lowered, hair pulled back by the blindfold and gag, he looked lost, as though he had given up. 


David felt his vision become blurred, tears beginning to prickle at his eyes. He wondered if any of the other 
prisoners had people in the crowd, had friends or family come to send up prayers in their final moments. He'd 


long ago stopped believing in a god but, at that moment, he sent up a quiet prayer. 


Please God, if youre listening, help me to help Dave. We've been through a lot and its time this world got itself 
back together. Please don't let him die here. 


One of the leather covered figures stepped forward, his face hidden behind one of the full face masks. 


"The prisoners here have all been sentenced to death." Its voice was mysteriously amplified, reaching every 


person in the park. "They will now pay for their crimes. Big Brother is watching." 


The figure stepped back and one of the prisoners was hauled to their feet, struggling as they dragged to the 
waiting trucks. The thousands of gathered watchers were silent, the prisoner's muffled pleas carrying to their 
ears. It was a heartbreaking sight, one which David hoped never to see again, as the man's hands were freed 
only to be chained to the back of a truck. His feet were chained to another and the powerful engines roared to 
life. Placing a hand over his mouth, David tried to stop the bile which burned his throat. He'd killed people but 
at least he'd made sure it was quick and painless. What was happening in the park was nothing more than an 
ugly, bloody showmanship. He wanted to look away but he couldn't, his mind turned to the poor soul who was 


about to die. 


The trucks inched forward, taking up the slack, the man howling as his body was lifted from the ground. 
Halting, the audience was allowed one last look at the man before his life was snuffed away. As the engines 
revved the heads of Big Brother were blown cleanly from their shoulders, blood and bone splattering the 


prisoners. Silence hung over the crowd until the bodies slumped to the floor, narrowly missing the bound and 


gagged people. 
Pandemonium. 


People started screaming and running, jostling one another. Gunning the engine of the van, David followed them, 
trying to avoid people as they fled, fending off the ones who battered at the windows and the sides, begging to 
be let in He kept his eyes straight ahead, his own fear stinking the van, driving as quickly as he could for the 

exit. He didn't think, just drove, hoping to make it out alive. 


Finding a safe looking side street, David sank down in to the back of the van. His skin crawled with dirt and 
sweat, his hair hanging lank around his face. Whatever was in his stomach was gone, mixing with the burning 
acid as he'd vomited from the window. With his knees drawn to his chest, he rocked back and forth, mind filled 
with what he'd seen, trying to figure it out. What had happened? Was Dave alive? 


The hollow, haunting feeling of the execution ground rolled over him, its blood stained grass permanently etched 


in to his mind. How many more had died? How many more would die? 


He wanted to sleep, but knew that he couldn't, knew that the images would keep coming back. He wanted to eat, 
but knew that even if he could find food it wouldn't stay down. Everything ached and felt numb. Was there 
anything left to live for? 


David didn't know how much time had passed when he heard a rapping at one of the windows. He stilled, heart 
hammering. Had someone else come for the van? Had someone come for him? Hunkering down, he stayed quiet 
and stared at the windows, praying that they would leave. When the rapping didn't happen again, he took a deep 
breath and moved to pull a blanket around his shivering figure. 


"Junior?" Knuckles knocked again, the voice sounding nothing like Dave's. Yet they knew his pet name. Confusion 
added to the mix of emotions. Answer them? Or leave them? Were they there to kill Am? Or to help? 


Again, the voice called to him. "Junior? | need to speak to you.” 

Dragging the blanket with him, David crawled into the driver's seat and looked through the window. An old man, 
stringy grey hair tied in to his neck, his body clothed in the much repaired clothes of the survivors looked 
back at him. Steely blue eyes turned up at the edges as he smiled and he motioned for David to wind down the 
window. Shaking his head, David mimed his own death. The man chuckled and shook his head. 


"No. Not going to kill you, Junior. Got information for you." 


He felt himself raise an eyebrow. He wasn't in the mood for being fucked around, not after the day he'd had. 
"Really?" 


"Yes, really. Let me talk to you without having to shout through your window." 


Gingerly he rolled the window down an inch. The man pushed his fingers through and David stared at them 
before taking them and shaking them. 


"You've every right to be worried," the man said. "Can't be too cautious in this town My name's Revere, leader 


of the Hidden. We have Dave." 
His brain couldn't quite process it and he swayed, leaning against the door. "Sorry?" 
"We have Dave. He's alive. That's all | can tell you for now.’ 


"You really have him?" David couldn't decide whether to laugh, cry, or get out and slug the man He could be 
lying but, if he was, how did he know the pet name only he and Dave knew. 


"Yes, we really have him." The man looked around himself. "I would ask you for a ride but | can understand if 


you don't want to give me. Just follow me." 


Starting the engine, he followed the man's dark figure, almost hidden from view as he moved from darkened 
doorway to darkened doorway. Amid the night, David could see fires in every building, flames flickering against 
windows. Beside them, he could see shadows of people playing, cooking and fucking, making the best of a life 
they didn't know they'd have to deal with. 


New York was eerie at night, devoid of its old liveliness. Shops were empty, or under permanent guard. The 
skyscrapers were now home to people trying to survive, the businesses long gone when they realised they 
couldn't make any money from The Crash. Event the famous yellow cabs were gone, most likely completely 
useless after the pulse finished off their insides. 

Despite his age the man who called himself Revere was nimble, waiting for David to catch up with him before 
moving on. They weaved along empty streets, turning corners, not traveling for more than a block. Finally, they 
pulled up before a heavily defended gate, guns mounted on top of it. 

Revere nodded towards it. "You can drive down there." 

Somewhere amid the chains, mesh, metal, cameras and guns, he pressed a button, waiting several seconds 
before he pulled the gate open. Inching through, David halted and waited for him. Behind him he heard the gate 
clang shut, jumping at the sound Revere appeared beside the van and nodded down the slope. 

"Drive down there and pull over to the right. The van will be hidden from view." 

Doing as he was told, David read the battered and rusting signs which clung to the walls. 

Warning! Electricity. Danger of death, 

Authorized vehicles only. 

MTA Property. Trespassers will be prosecuted 


David had been hoping for a sense of unease, but it wasn't there, having melted away as he cruised in the 
spot he'd been shown. Shutting off the engine, he waited. The silver haired man stopped beside him and 
indicated for him to get out. Doing just that, David stared at the heavy door before them. 


"Welcome to the New York subway, Junior." 


City Hall 


They stepped through the door and in to a darkened room, the door slamming behind them. David felt his 
heart race, breath coming in short pants. He felt naked without his gun and his fingers twitched against his 
side. If Revere attacked him, could he take him down? David had his strength, he was certainly younger and 
stronger. But he suspected that the older man knew more tricks than he did. The darkness was all 
encompassing, thick and velvety, the air filled with the scent of the long gone. Beside him, David heard the 
sound of clockwork winding and, a moment later, a bright white light flooded the room before them. Revere 


held a box in his hands, a shadowy grin on his face. 
"Make do and mend, all of that. Come." 


He followed in the man's wake, through an area which had once been a repair yard. Train lines were set in to 
the floor, inspection pits sunk into the concrete floor. It was empty of either trains or tools, the shelves bare. 
Their feet echoed over the bare floor, shivers snapping along David's spine. It was all a little too spooky for his 
liking, the darkness close, the ghosts of riders past creeping around him. 


Walking from the garage, they stepped on to a short platform and there, sitting before them, was one of New 
York's famous silver trains. Turning to the older man, David felt himself raise an eyebrow. In the light of the 


torch, the man smiled. 


"Big Brother aren't the only ones with power. We leech it. Not that they know, of course. They haven't got a 
braincell between them. Wouldn't know what to do if they found our hookups." He nodded towards the train 
"Might be a bit stop and start, but it works. And its a damn sight better than having to walk the tunnels." 


"Yeah," David sighed. "Can imagine it is." 
Revere forced his fingers between the doors and, leaning his weight into it, pulled them open "After you." 


Walking on to the dark train, David waited until he was joined by the welcoming light. It flickered around the 
train, catching seats and poles and five year old posters advertising drinks, food, and beauty products. They 
were peeling and torn, some having disappeared completely. Despite the obvious air of abandonment, the train 
was perfectly clean. No litter, nothing crawling across the floor. Whoever the Hidden were, they were 


extremely house proud. 


The light bobbed away before him, Revere calling over his shoulder, voice echoing around the train, "You stay 


here. Enjoy the ride.” 


There was little more to do than sit, and he did, one hand wrapped around a pole. From somewhere there came 


the sound of an electric engine whirring to life and, with a jolt, the train began to slowly pull away from the 


platform and beneath the city. 


Revere had been right. The journey was very much stop and start, the train halting before picking up the 
power again. David suspected that the electrical supply wasn't great, suddenly cutting out and taking a few 
moments before something, or someone, switched it over to another connection. Again it ground to a halt, 
throwing David against the seat. Rapping his fingers against the pole, he growled, still pondering whether it was 
a good thing to take off with someone just because they knew the stupid name Dave had given him. 


Except.. Except it wasn't as stupid as he'd first thought. It was actually really sweet, a badge of honour from 
someone who could have anyone they wanted. Dave had bestowed it on him because he saw something, felt 


something. He hadn't done it to make fun of him. 


The anger and fear he'd been feeling melted away, a small smile playing on his lips and he relaxed into the worn 


seat. A second later and the engine whined back to life and they shuffled along the track 


wun 


Rounding a corner, the train glided to a halt and David felt his jaw drop in amazement. The station was brightly 
lit by electric lights, its beautiful domed walls clean and well kept. Forcing the doors open, he stepped on to the 
platform and looked around himself, taking in the sweeping designs and Art Deco decorations. It was nothing like 
above ground and he felt a glimmer of hope awaken. 


"City Hall station" Revere stood beside him. "Its one of the subway's original ghost stations, abandoned in 
favour of Brooklyn Bridge station That's where most of us live, while City Hall acts as our headquarters." He 
grinned at David. "Seems appropriate. Anyway, | feel you want to see your boyfriend." 


That stilled David and he felt a chill run down his spine, hands balling in to fists. Images of them finally dying 
together flashed through his mind, the hated homosexuals good for nothing more than meat. Taking in his 
expression, Revere chuckled, and lifted the colour of his patched coat. A small rainbow flag pin badge sat 
beneath it. David frowned, only vaguely remembering it. He'd seen it used on a bar in Minneapolis once, his 


mother mumbling something about gay people. 


"You're safe here. We're your friends, believers that everyone should be allowed to live and love freely. No 


one's going to hurt you while you're under my roof." 

Rooted to the spot, David cocked an eyebrow. "So why'd you kill the Big Brother officers?" 

Revere shrugged. "We've got to eat too. That, and we're tired of seeing anyone who's given an ounce of power 
letting it go to their heads. There's thousands of them, all controlled by some bigwig seating at the top of the 
Empire State building.” 


"So you're anti-government?" 


"No, just anti-asshole. Come on, Junior, let's get you to Dave." 


Walking the curving platform, they climbed a set of stairs, feet echoing against the concrete. Reaching a domed 
room, light shining from the curved walls and ceiling, David stopped and took in the sad sight. People, those he'd 
seen bound and gagged in Central Park, sat on the floor. Some hugged themselves, rocking back and forth. 
Others stared away in to space, while others silently cried. 


"Big Brother drugs them before the executions," Revere mumbled. "So don't be surprised if Dave's a little out 


of it" 
David couldn't take his eyes away from the group. "What about everyone else? Do they have family?" 


"We're trying to trace them now. Dave was the first to speak, said something about a van and this kid called 
Junior. Truthfully, we were looking for a youngster. Didn't realise you'd be him." 


He chuckled softly. "Yeah. My name's David but, because I'm younger than him, Dave christened me Junior." 


"Well, good to meet you, David. Glad we could get you here. Look, just be careful around Dave, okay? People can 
go a little crazy after what they've been through. He might cling to you. Or he might decide he doesn't want 
anything to do with you. He might cry. He might scream. He might speak to whatever god he believes in and 
ask what happened. Whatever happens, we're here for you." He swept an arm around himself. "We'll get you set 
up in one of our reconciliation suites, give you time to bond and all of that. And then, when you're ready, you 


can go back to whatever you were doing.” 


His eyes settled on Dave, hunched in a corner, knees against his chest, eyes on his feet. The redhead rocked 
back and forth, lips moving as though he was singing or praying. 


"Do you rescue them all?" David asked. 


"The prisoners? As many as we can. We don't believe people should be killed just for trying to survive. It's a 
nightmare out there and Big Brother are just making it worse for people who've gone through The Crash." 


"Big Brother. How did they come about?" 

"Later, David. Go and be with Dave." 

Taking a deep breath, he stepped among the hunched figures, quietly making his way to his boyfriend. Sitting 
beside him, he laid a hand on Dave's knee. He waited, waited for Dave to look at him, to acknowledge him and, 
when it didn't happen, a cold chill settled over him. For a few moments they sat silently side by side, his 
fingers warming the cool denim of Dave's jeans. Finally a hand touched his shoulder and he glanced up at 
Revere. 


"Come. Let's get you settled" 


Getting to his feet, he slid his arms around Dave, lifting and cradling his dead weight as they walked through 


the station. Doors opened and closed, Revere guiding them until they entered a narrow corridor, doors flanking 
either side. Walking them to the end, Revere pushed it open and smiled. "Use it. Do what you must. It's all 


yours for as long as you want." 


And then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind them. With Dave still in his arms, David looked around 
himself. A double mattress was on the clean floor, towels and blankets folded on top of it. A rug sat in the 
middle of the room, a table and chairs pushed to one side. Along one wall, a relaxing, happy mural of hills, fields 
and sun was painted and, from the ceiling, hung a single light bulb wrapped in a handmade shade. In one corner 


were two doors and, looking through them, he discovered a wet room and kitchen. 


Settling Dave on the bed, David brushed his fingers along his cheek The glazed eyes slowly turned to him, 


focusing slowly and David felt himself smile. 
"Hey." 


There was no response, Dave obviously having withdrawn deep into himself. At that moment, it didn't matter, 
the warmth of seeing him move enough. He wondered how long Dave had been "conscious" before he had 
slipped back? Long enough to tell Revere who he was and who he was looking for. And then he'd disappeared 
again, becoming silent. It was strange not to hear Dave speak, not to hear him complain or get excited over 
something as trivial as berry pie. He wondered what it would take to bring Dave out of himself. How long would 
it before he spoke again? Was it the drugs he'd been given? Or had what he'd seen really had such an effect 
on him? 


Stripping them both from their stinking, dirty clothes, he carefully carried Dave in to the wet room. The 
lukewarm, slightly rusty tasting, water was heaven, spilling over their skin. A block of green homemade soap 
sat on a dish and, cradling Dave against his chest, he gently ran it over his boyfriend's smooth skin. The action 
was soothing and it woke something deep in David's soul, something warm and fluid which flowed through him. 
Never had he had anyone other than his family to care for and the love he felt from holding Dave and looking 


after him was powerful, wrapping him in its embrace and refusing to let him go. 


With Dave still silent, David did one of the things he was good at; he talked. He talked about everything and 
anything, about how beautiful the sky had looked, about home and the farm, about the cats he loved, about 
his family, about Elliot. He talked about music, about how much he was looking forward to going to London and 
setting up Megadeth. He talked about his hopes and dreams for them, for gold records and hit singles. Finally, 
his voice falling to a whisper, he talked about his love for Dave, about how he'd never felt so alive, about how 
he'd dreamed of meeting someone who'd make life worth it. 


As the water began to run cold, he placed the soap to one side and pressed a kiss to the side of Dave's head. 
‘| love you, Dave. | never thought I'd love anyone, but now | have you. And I'm never gonna let you go. Never 


gonna let anyone hurt you. Never gonna let anyone take you from me ever again" 


Placing his hand over Dave's heart, he closed his eyes and breathed deeply, listening as their hearts beat as 
one. When fingers closed around his own, holding his hand, David felt the tears well up. 


Time was meaningless below ground. There was no clock, no way of knowing whether it was day or night. All 
David knew was that he was exhausted and guessed that Dave probably felt the same. Dressed in the pajamas 
of old, patchwork material, they lay beneath the blankets, David spooned behind Dave. With his hand still against 
Dave's heart, his boyfriend's fingers still curled around his own, he refused to let go, refused to give up. If 
The Crash had taught him one thing, it was that love was precious. You didn't know how long you'd have it for, 
nor when it would be so cruelly torn from your grasp. He'd made up his mind; no matter what happened, he 
wasn't going to leave Dave's side. It didn't matter the future held, he was in for the long run. 


Sometimes Things Get Complicated 


David slept fittully, images of the execution grounds haunting his dreams. Periodically he woke, checking to see 
if Dave was still with him, satisfied that he was, he'd fall back to his fitful sleep, curling himself tighter around 
the redhead. 


Never gonna let you go. Never gonna leave your side. Id die for you, walk across fire just to be with you. Youre 


my everything now and lm never going to betray you 


Caught in the expanse between sleep and awake, his mind drifted to his family, his heart twisting at the 
thought of them. His old life seemed a million years ago, the safety of the farm light years away. One day 
they'd return and they'd bring hope to their broken society. They'd slay Big Brother and rehabilitate the 
Mindless. Big hope and big dreams lived in the mind of David Ellefson, and he was determined to achieve them 


all. There would be no more suffering in his perfect world. 


Finally he was driven from the bed by an aching, empty stomach. A note, pinned to the kitchen wall, lit a spark 
of excitement in their dark world 


Do not ask where these foods have come from, it began Remember that you are in New York City, the city that 
never sleeps, and the city which is filled with dreams. Hopefully you will find your dreams in these cupboards. Enjoy! 


Rooting through them, David whooped with joy, hands grabbing at cans of hot dogs, tubs of mustard and 
ketchup, and freshly made bread. In another sat fresh fruits, candies and chocolates he had not seen since ‘Bl. 
Greedily, he began to stuff the long forgotten foods in to his mouth, sighing with happiness as chocolate 
melted on his tongue and strawberry juice dripped down his chin. Trying to contain himself, he heated some 
water on the small electric ring. Brewing two cups of coffee, he heated some hotdogs and trapped them 


between slices of freshly made bread. Walking back to the bed, he stopped, shoulders falling. 

Dave sat on the bed, arms wrapped around his knees, eyes still glassy and staring at nothing. David wasn't 
sure he wanted to see what Dave could, didn't want to know what was going through his mind. Placing the food 
beside the bed, he held a mug out to Dave. When he didn't respond, David took one his hands, straightened his 
fingers and wrapped them around the handle. 


"You gonna hold this for me?" he quietly asked. "You need to drink and eat. Will you do that? For me?" 


Somehow, Dave held the mug, knuckles whitening as he tightened his fingers around it. Without looking at David, 
without blinking, he took a sip, David giving a relieved sigh as he did. 


"Good. That's good. Keep goin’ til it's gone, okay? And don't burn yourself. Its hot." 


Picking up the plate, he offered it out to Dave, hoping that he'd take something. When he didn't, David returned 
it to the floor, a little disheartened. But he knew he couldn't force Dave, couldn't pressure him into anything. 


What he'd been through was unimaginable, and he didn't know if anything had happened while they'd been 
holding Dave. Leaning against the wall, he sipped at his own coffee, watching Dave from the corner of his eye. 
Hair hid Dave's face, the mug held before him. He seemed to study it for a moment before taking another 
drink. Then he began to shake, his entire body trembling. Grabbing the mug from him, David placed them both 
on the floor and shuffled into Dave's line of sight, his brief flare of happiness crumbling away. Dave's face was 
twisted with pain, his lower lip trembling, his eyes screwed shut. Tears slid from them, down his face and 
towards his shaking his hands. 


Conflicted, David watched him, unsure of what to do. Did he reach out? If he did, would Dave hit him? What if 
Dave wanted to be held, wanted to know that there was someone there for him? Yet his heart told him 
something different, and, reaching out, he wrapped his arms around his boyfriend and pulled him close. As Dave 
fell against him, David felt his own sadness rise, the tears threatening to fall. But he had to hold himself 
together, had to be strong, and he did just that, one hand holding Dave tightly while the other ran over his 
hair and down his back. Quietly he whispered, telling Dave it was okay, that he could cry all he wanted, that he 


would be there for him forever. 


Dave cried, his body finally opening up as he howled and screamed. His voice sent shivers down David's spine 

but he refused to let it scare him. He'd probably seen horrors which David would never see. Sliding to the bed, 
he lay Dave beside him, still holding and stroking him, his soul aching at the horrific noises his boyfriend made. 
He wanted to kiss them away. Wanted his fingers and voice to help ease the agony. He knew it could take time, 


probably would take time, for Dave to fully heal from his ordeal. 


Amid the tears and the sobbing, lips found his, wet, gentle kisses making him tremble as Dave clung to him. 
David's heart wrenched, and he softly returned them, his hands cradling the back of Dave's head. Hands 
wandered over his body, fingers shaking as they tried to remove his clothes. Snaking a hand behind himself, 
David gently pulled Dave's hand free and linked it around his own neck. It wasn't that he didn't want sex, he just 
didn't want Dave to feel as though he was being pressured. 


Their limbs tangled as the kisses became deeper, Dave's crying quietening. Tongues met, his hand tickling down 
David's face and making him shiver. He longed to give in to the feelings the redhead brought, longed to show 
Dave how much he meant to him. Shifting along the bed, David lay on his back, legs wrapping around Dave's, 
arms linked around his neck, fingers tangling in the strands of sunset gold hair. Fingers drifted beneath the 
hem of his pajamas, his excitement growing as Dave took over. Groaning, he lifted his hips, Dave nipping at his 


lips. Fingers hooked onto his pajama bottoms and began to draw them down, warm air whispering over his skin. 


There was a knock at the door and David cursed, pulling himself free. Reaching for the door handle, he glanced 
down at Dave and grinned, noting the outline of his boyfriend's erection and the lusty look on his face. 


woun 


Sitting at the table with fresh mugs of coffee, Revere explained about Big Brother. David listened patiently, his 


eyes on Dave. His boyfriend had withdrawn once more, face expressionless, eyes unfocused. 


"They are what remains of the NYPD, the corrupt ones so to speak, or those sent crazy by their power and 
The Crash. The good ones were dead within weeks, killed by the survivors or their own police brothers. We 
don't know who controls Big Brother, possibly the old mayor. Like the other parasite politicians, he disappeared 
the day The Crash happened, no doubt to some bunker somewhere." 

Running a hand soothingly down Dave's back, David asked, "What about your guys, the Hidden?" 


Revere wrapped his hands around his mug, taking a sip before focusing his blue eyes back on them. "We began 


as a core group, those who were ready for a disaster." 

"Preppers?" 

"Yes, | suppose that's what we were. We knew what we needed and where we had to be. We secured the 
subway within two months of The Crash and got it ready. Then we began taking in others. Everyone is vetted. 
Anyone who comes down here has to have a caring nature and be prepared to look after their fellow man 
What about you and Dave? Where will you go?" 

"London," David replied. 

"And what will you do there?" 

"Start a band," Dave's voice was husky and hollow, shocking David. 

Sliding a hand along Dave's back, David gently clasped his shoulders, fingers working at the knotted muscles. 
"The Hidden aren't alone," Revere said. "There are many of us across the States and a group in London. You 
two are a bonded couple and shouldn't be parted. That | can see. So I'm going to give you a certificate saying 


just that. You find London's Hidden and they'll help you as long as you help them." 


The words warmed David and he glanced to Dave. From beneath the fiery bangs he was sure he saw Dave 


looking at him, a ghost of a smile on his lips. 

"Thank you," he murmured. 

Revere smiled and adjusted his patchwork coat. "Not a problem. Do you have any questions?" 
"Yes. What's London like?" David asked. 

"Post Crash?" 

"Yog" 


"It got hit, of course. There's no way to contain an EMP pulse. But not as badly as us. From the messages | 


get, | figure they're doing a better job of fixing everything. | believe their subway, the Tube, is run by the 


Hidden" Revere's face took on a dreamy look. "| would one day like to do that with ours." 


woun 


Revere left them, promising to return with the certificate for bonded couples. It was, he'd continued to explain, 
a way for groups of the Hidden to know who should be left together and were not available for the breeding 
programs which were becoming so popular in the US. Although the Hidden had nothing to do with the 
programs, they were able to defend people who may be forced in to them. David had heard little about them, 
occasionally catching the odd smattering of information from the radio or word of mouth. Thankfully they'd 
never come to Jackson, seeming to stay in the bigger towns and cities, places where people were routinely 
killed, or where a great number had died off. 


Kneeling over Dave, he worked his hands into the tight muscles of his boyfriend's back, Dave purring at his 
touches. Slowly but surely, it seemed to be bringing him out, the touches a way for them to reconnect. Sliding 
his fingers along Dave's spine, he traced the vertebrae, counting them off as his thumbs eased away the 


knots. 


"s good" Dave's voice was muffled, face pressed in to the pillow. It was the first time he'd spoken, bar the 


three words he'd said at the table, and it made David smile. 


Working his hands around Dave's shoulders, he leaned closer, lips finding the gentle curve of shoulder and neck. 


"Glad it's helping." 


Dave mumbled something incoherent, body sinking deeper into the thin mattress. Following him, David kept up 
his work, leaning back on to his heels before gliding his hands back along the curve of his boyfriend's back. It 
made him feel good, made him feel needed and wanted, things he had never felt before. Sure, he'd felt them 
with his family, but not the extent he felt with Dave. With Dave it was.. completely different. Something 
completely new, an alien feeling which David was willing to embrace. It swirled through hin, infecting every inch 


of his body. And he didn't care; he really would lay his life down for Dave. 


Lifting his head, Dave glanced over his shoulder, hazel eyes dark, a small smirk on his lips. The look made David 


grin. 
"Know what | want to do?" 

Kissing Dave's cheek, he shook his head, hair falling in to his eyes. "Uh-uh. What do you wanna do?" 
Dave's smirk widened, one hand reaching round to grab at David. "| wanna fuck your fine ass." 


David couldn't help it, laughing as he was pulled to the bed, hands tugging at his hair and lips pressing to his 


own. He knew there would be more for them to go through but, for the moment, they were safe and alone. 


When The Rain Falls 


Sweat beaded along his back, slipping between his shoulder blades and towards the dip of his spine. A warm 
tongue chased them, lapping them up and making his skin tingle. Chuckling, David pushed himself back on to his 
boyfriend's cock, eyes rolling back as it pressed against the spot which brought so much pleasure. His own 


cock reacted, bouncing with every languid thrust. 


Dave's lips found his spine, kissing his way along it before his nose nudged David's hair from his neck and teeth 
tugged at his ear lobe. "Fuck, you're sexy." 


Closing his eyes, David panted softly, hands balling into the well worn pillow. Dave's words slid through him, 
touching his very core and slowly easing the pain of the previous years. The pain of being called names, of 
having his prominent nose broken for being "ugly", of feeling the warm blood trickle down his face as the cold 
spikes of hatred stabbed deep in to his heart. The girls who had proclaimed to like him, the ones who'd been 
his friends, had called a "faggot" and a "dork", laughing as he walked away, shoulders slumped, tail between his 
legs, going home to mop up the blood and lick his wounds. 


Yet in Dave's arms, he was everything he'd never been; loved, wanted, cared for, the yin to someone else's 


yang. 


Kisses peppered his throat, Dave's thrusts becoming more incessant. Burying his elbows into the mattress, 
David raised himself, sighing as strong fingers locked around his cock. They teased and massaged him, first 
gentle and then rough, stroking the silky pre-come along his length. 


"Dave... 


Teeth nibbled at his shoulder, reddening his skin and leaving a mark in their wake. The pain and pleasure mixed, 
a fiery delight sending him closer to the edge. The heat rose, balling inside of him and, with a deep groan, he 
came, his seed coating Dave's hand and the bed Dave came a moment later, head pressed against his back, his 


deep voice filling the small space. They didn’t care if anyone could hear them, didn't care what people thought. 


Sinking to the bed, he wrestled the blankets over them and turned to Dave. Relaxed hazel eyes looked in to his 
own, a smile playing on Dave's lips. Gently he stroked a hand along his boyfriend's face, drawing him in for a 
kiss. 


"Why me?" he finally asked. 
Dave looked confused. "Why you what?" 


Sighing, David shifted to his back, hands linked behind his head as he stared at the ceiling. "Out of all the people 
you could have had, you chose me. Why?" 


Hair billowed over his chest, the colour of the setting sun, and Dave snuggled closer, silently demanding 
attention. A strange feeling settled over David, one of a cool calmness. It felt as though the speech he'd heard 
about, the one about "it's not you, its me", and "You can do better", was about to come. Freeing a hand, he 
gently petted Dave's head, gathering up the waves of hair and pushing them back, before running his fingers 
over his boyfriend's scalp. Beneath his touches, Dave purred, the rumbling vibrating through him. 


"Why shouldn't | have picked you?" 


“cause | was there." David could hear his voice getting softer, becoming more of a pitiful whine. "cause | was 


the only one there was." 


"| could've run," Dave said. "Once you'd picked me up an’ fed me. | could've waited till the middle of the night 


and just gone. But | wanted to stay." 
"Why?" 


Dave tilted his head back, eyes hinted with sadness looking up in to his own. “Because | wanted to stay. Why did 
| pick you? Easy. You're kind, you're strong, you're brave. You're everything my own family weren't. You're 
everything my other band weren't. Yeah, we've had a couple of bumps, and we might only have known each 


other for a couple of weeks. But you know what, Junior?" 
"What?" 


"I feel like I've known you my whole fuckin’ life. It's why | begged you to let me live. When | saw you, all crazy 
like with that gun against your shoulder, | saw something in your eyes, something in your soul. It was like a 
beacon, calling to me. An’ inside of me | could feel the same beacon coming on and calling back to you. Perhaps 


that's why you didn't pull the trigger.” 

Taking a deep breath, David became quiet, his hand still moving against Dave's hair. Staring at the ceiling, he 
tried to process it, tried to get the pieces of the puzzle to fit together. Relationships were a whole new ball 
game, made of a number of different emotions, a game of give and take, of talking and listening. Never did he 
think someone would see something in him that would draw them to him. From school onwards, he'd decided 
he'd live on the edges of society, in the shadows away from those who would hurt him. 

Dave shifted, propping himself on his elbows so he could look down in to David's eyes. "Whatca thinkin?" 
Cupping Dave's face, he stared up in to his eyes. "Just that I've never felt anything like this." 


Dave's smile was warm and welcoming. "Enjoy it, okay? 


Sliding his hand to cradle Dave's head, he returned the smile, the cool feeling of a moment before melting 


away. "Yeah, I'll enjoy it" 


Dave pressed a kiss to the tip of his nose. "That's my boy.’ 


woun 


Standing beneath Brooklyn Bridge, the threesome pressed themselves into the shadows, leaning against one of 
the bridges massive struts. The daytime sky had turned dark and the autumn humidity had reached a peak. In 
the distance thunder rolled through the heavy clouds. Moving to sit on the ground, David watched as a fork of 


lightening broke across the sky, sending a shiver down his spine and brought goosebumps to his arms. 
"Thought you could use some fresh air," Revere said. "It is rather dank down there at times." 
"Thanks," David replied, eyes still on the sky. "It's much appreciated." 


Revere joined him, leaning back against the metal and brickwork. "I'm getting too old for sitting out here," he 


chuckled. "But | do love a good New York thunderstorm. Nothing beats ‘em." 
"Yeah, me too. There's something about the rain, something relaxing." 
"You're right, Junior, there is." 


David heard a furry snuffle and looked up to see Dave peering down at him, shoulders hunched and hands 
thrust in to his pockets. Spreading his legs, he patted the ground between them, wrapping his arms around 
Dave as he leaned back against him. Another crack of thunder pounded above them and the rain began to fall, 
heavy drops splattering against the ground. Shivering, David tugged his clothes closer to him, his body and 
mind beginning to relax as he watched and listened. The clump of trees across the road caught the fat 
raindrops, leaves quivering. Some twirled to the ground, the rain tugging them from their home. The rain 
sounded different what with the city being empty. No one was walking the streets, and even Big Brother 
seemed to have vanished. Instead, it was just them, the heavy rain echoing around the streets, the thunder 
echoing from the tall buildings. It was eerie and mysterious, making him feel as though they were the only 
people left alive. 


"Look, I've been thinking about getting you out of here,’ Revere said. "You van should fetch four and half, 
perhaps five thousand dollars." 


"For that?!" he exclaimed. 


"Oh yeah." Revere grinned. "It works. Thats all that matters. Someone will buy it and fix it up, probably sell it 


on. That should be more than enough money to get you on a Clunker to London" 
"When's the next one leave?" 


"Week today. They leave every Monday and return every Thursday. Bring a bunch of supplies in Medical stuff, 
dry foods, things to help rebuild the country. Then they fly back with the ex-pats that have been working out 


here, or people like yourselves. You'll need a visa, of course. They don't just let anyone in" 


Dave wriggled against him, getting more comfortable and David tightened his arms around him. "I thought they 


let anyone in?" 


"They did, once upon a time. Then The Crash happened and everyone and anyone from here was going over 
there. So they put a stop to it. We'll need to prove that you have some useful skills but that shouldn't be 
hard." 


Nodding, David leaned his chin against Dave's shoulder. "What about you, Revere? Have you never thought of 


going over?" 
Silence fell over them, broken only by the heavy patter of the rain 


‘| have," he replied. "But I've always felt like | belonged here. Felt like | had to stop and try and save my own 


country." 
"Do you see it working?" 


"In some areas, yes. In others, no. I'd like for the government to get their act together and come out of hiding, 
but | doubt that will happen. They just issue orders, and not very good ones at that, from wherever they are. 
It needs someone to take over, to organise everything, and l'm hoping that, in my own way, | can do that. If | 
can get the subway up and running properly, then it's one step in the right direction The subway's a symbol 
of New York and if others see it working then hopefully they'll take some inspiration from it" 


Looking at the old man in his ragtag outfit of clothes, David felt a pang of hope. "What about your family?" 


"Long gone," he sighed. "Even though we were ready for something like this, they all died. Gave in to sickness 

and people's guns. Taken as food" He laughed softly. "My wife and |, we were hippies at heart, flower children 
and all of that. Went dancing at festivals and protested for peace. Yet | had to take a respectable job to pay 

for everything." He paused and looked to David. "I worked on Wall Street, as a banker. Didn't want to but | was 
good with numbers. It paid the bills and all of that. Combined with the EMP pulse | was one of the people who 
brought on The Crash." 


Shock rolled over David, his vision blurring for a moment. "I thought they killed all you guys?" 
Revere grinned. “They did but | got away. Like | said, | was ready for this, | knew what to do. And | knew that it 
was my duty to help rebuild the city I'd helped to destroy. Once l'm finished here I'll go and help somewhere 


else, God willing.” 


"Wow." David couldn't stop himself from smiling. Reaching out a hand, he shook Revere's. "Thanks. For 
everything." 


"What? The good, or the bad?" 
"For helping put the country back together." 


"You're welcome, Junior." He nodded towards the empty city and the falling rain "Got a couple more hours of 


this. Want to enjoy it before we go back down" 


Hunkering down, he pulled Dave to him and let his mind drift away on the sounds. It was just a few hours, a 


few hours away from the rest of his life. 


Something In The Air 


The following days were a rush of activity. The van was sold for the princely sum of five thousand dollars. 
Enough, Revere said, to get them to London and set them up for a few days. After all they'd been through, 
David felt a pang of guilt at parting with the van. It was a rust bucket but it had helped them to survive 


when all around them had wanted them dead. 


Sitting on one of City Hall's platforms, he admired the architecture and listened as Thunderclap Newman's 
"Something in the Air" drifted along the tunnels, the notes echoing faintly around him, the lyrics making him 


smile. 

Call out the instigators 

Because there's something in the air 
Wewe got to get together sooner or later 


Because the revolution's here, and you know its right 


It did feel like they were part of a revolution, one to change the world for the better, to repair the wounds of 


the previous years. 


Along the platform, he could hear Dave's feet echoing as he paced, impatiently waiting for the train to arrive. 
Impatience was something he'd now learned about Dave. Dave hated waiting, even if it were for something 
which would get them out and save their lives. He'd already snapped, not at David, but at the inequality of life. 


His second near death experience in as many weeks was, David had learned, grating on him. 


The trains, he'd also learned, were stored in secured sheds, away from prying eyes and stealing fingers. An all 
metal train, working or not, was a valuable commodity, one which could be turned in to a house or melted 


down for cash. Hiding them was the only option 
Somewhere, the record was changed and the sound of the Beatles drifted over them. From somewhere along 
the platform, he heard Dave begin to quietly sing along with "All You Need Is Love". Watching him, David felt 


his smile widen. Dave had a pretty decent voice. 


A low hum joined the faint, echoing music and Dave's low singing. A moment later, the silver train slid in to the 


station. 


wun 


The British Consulate was heavily fortified with steel doors and gun turrets. The road before it was blocked 
off with a huge concrete wall and razor wire which David suspected was electrified. Cameras dotted the top of 
the wall, guns following them as Revere pressed an intercom button. A muffled voice asked them why they 


were there. 
"We're here to apply for a visa for two young men" 


The first gate slid open and they found themselves in a holding pen between the first gate and a second. 
Armed guards stepped up to them, searching them, gun forever trained on their foreheads. When they were 
satisfied that none of them were wired with explosives, the second gate opened and they were ushered to the 


front doors. A second later and they slid open, revealing a dark and oppressive waiting area. 


"Nothing like it used to be," Revere murmured. "Used to be the best embassy in the entire city. Not now. That, 


and it's the only one still in operation" 
"Seriously?" David asked. 


Revere nodded. "Yep. Most of the others bailed at the beginning of The Crash. Realised there was nothing here 
for ‘em. A few stayed, helping people get out. But then the bombings started. Seemed that no one wanted 
foreigners on our soil, especially if they seemed to be doing little to help. The Brits were the only ones who 


stayed." 


A few threadbare chairs were dotted around the wall, decade old magazines sprawled on tables. Taking a seat, 
David picked up an old copy of Time magazine. It was like picking up a time machine. Nothing in it existed any 
more, the companies and people have long since disappeared. He felt a pang of wistfulness as he flicked through 
the adverts, reading over the text for products he hadn't seen in years. It was strange, to see them in 


glorious technicolor long after they'd faded away. 

"Can | help you?" a clipped English accent asked. 

Tossing the magazine back to the table, he watched a brunette woman walk in. She wore a smart suit, a gun 
holster in plain sight. Clipped to her belt was a panic alarm and several small grenade-like objects, which, 
judging by the gas mask slung around her neck, contained some kind of gas. 

‘Ive come to get these two young men a visa to beautiful shores of Great Britain," Revere said. 

A twitch of a smile lit the woman's otherwise stony face. She nodded to a door. "Come this way." 

Walking through the door, they watched as the woman disappeared through one to their left. The one before 
them unlocked, a red light coming on above it. Entering, they found the woman to be sitting behind a thick pane 


of glass, small microphones embedded on either side of it. Revere's hand touched his back, guiding him to the 


seat. Dave sat next to him while their guide leaned against the wall of the small room. 


The woman shuffled some papers before looking up at them. She nodded towards David 
"What's your name?" she began 

"David Warren Ellefson" 

"And when were you born?" 

"November 12th 1964" 

"Why do you want to apply for a visa?" she asked 


He sighed and looked at his hands before looking back at her. "Because | want to leave America and start a new 


life in the UK. Want to see if | can do something over there to help my own country rebuild itself." 
She scribbled on one of the papers. "And why have you selected the UK?" 


Revere had coached them a little prior to them arriving, talking them through the questions and what they 
should and shouldn't say. Skills were easy for David; he'd lived and worked on a farm. His labour would be 
useful across the pond. Dave had been a different kettle of fish. Drug dealing and shop lifting weren't what 
they would be looking for. Revere had told them that there was litle possibility of them doing background 
checks but, if they suspected anything, chances were the consulate would tell them to go away and return in 
several days. That, Revere had said, was when they'd know they hadn't been successful. 


"The UK is a good country. It's helped America a lot over the past few years and | want to be able to give 
something back." 


Again she pressed the pen to the paper. Peering through the window, he could see she was writing in 
shorthand, something he'd seen his mother do regularly. 


"Do you have a source of income in the UK?" 

He had to be truthful. "No. But | have transferable skills." 

Her eyes met his, as cold as before. "And they are?" 

David could feel his heart pounding in his chest. Revere had told him there was every chance he'd ace the 
application It was Dave they had to worry about. Stashed in his pocket was the certificate which told the 


world they were a bonded couple. It was one step to getting Dave onto the Clunker. But only one. 


"| was born and raised on a farm. | can herd cattle, shear sheep, slaughter and prepare meat, plant, nurture 


and harvest crops, manage a farm. Anything which is required of a farmer | can do it” 


She nodded and noted it down "Do you have anywhere to stay?" 


He blinked as her eyes once more met him. "We have friends in London. They've offered to allow us to live 


there while get on our feet." 

"And their address is?" 

David could feel the sweat creep along his neck and he resisted the urge to wipe it away. Revere had told him 
that he'd sent a message to London. However, they wouldn't know the outcome until they arrived. For the 
moment, whether they had somewhere to stay hung in the balance. 

"Victoria Station, City of Westminster, London, SWIV." 

She nodded, her eyes on the forms. "And do you have sponsors?" 

"Yes." His throat was getting dry. "Their names are Paul and Michelle Mitchel. They'll be there to meet us." 


She shuffled the papers and placed them to one side. "Okay, that's all for now. And your friend." 


Moving to one side, he allowed Dave to sit before the woman. Resting one hand in the small of his boyfriend's 
back, David took a deep breath and prayed. 


They raced through Dave's application, his skills being listed as a mechanic, his answers, other than his name 
and birth date, almost identical to David's. With the papers filled, the woman left and David slipped from the 
uncomfortable bench and against the wall, exhaustion washing over him. 

"What do you think they'll say?" Dave's voice was still husky, tiredness still lingering in it. Still he'd said nothing 
about what Big Brother had done to him, keeping it hidden away. It pained David; he wanted to know everything, 
to help his boyfriend heal. But Dave would tell him in time. 


Revere shrugged, hands thrust into the pockets of his thin trousers. "I don't know. You can never predict the 


outcome of these applications. All we have to do is wait." 


And wait they did. Sometimes they paced. Sometimes they sat. Sometimes they huddled together, two lost 


souls on a journey through life. 


Finally the woman returned and dropped the papers back to the table. "Mr Ellefson, your visa has been 


approved." 
He sighed with relief, head falling against the wall. 


"Mr Mustaine, I'm afraid your application doesn't meet our criteria. Unfortunately its been refused." 


His excitement died in a flurry of pain and confusion. From across the small room, he heard Dave demand why. 


The woman shook her head. "We have skills far higher than yours already in the country. We don't need any 


more.” 
"But they're a bonded couple," Revere interjected. "You have the certificate." 


"Yes," the woman replied, "they are. But homosexual couples aren't recognised under the Worldwide Bonded 


Agreement" 
David would feel the world swimming before his eyes, tears beginning to prickle them. Heat rose to his cheeks 


and he balled his fists against his legs. After all they'd been through and now they were going nowhere. A hand 


brushed his cheek and, through the veil of tears, he saw Dave kneeling beside him. 
"Go," he mumbled. "Go to the UK and start over. You'll find someone else, | promise. You don't need me." 


David shook his head. "No. No, l'm not gonna do that. I'm not leaving the country without you. If you can't go 
then | can't go." 


He heard Dave sigh, fingers working into his sandy hair. "You can't turn down this chance, Junior. You've got 


your whole life ahead of you. Don't waste it on me." 


"What if | want to waste it on you, huh?" he demanded softly. "Have you thought of that? I've spent years 
feeling like a fucking failure and suddenly someone comes along and helps me get everything on track. No, I'm 


not leaving this pit of a country unless its with you." 


Dave sat beside him, warm body pressed close to his own cold one. "Junior, don't be stupid on my part. Please. 


I've got nothin’ to offer, and you have everything. Go and show the world what you can do." 

Sighing, he laid his head against Dave's, feeling the raw emotion ride through him, tearing him apart. He knew it 
was no good arguing with Dave, that the red-head would act like a red-head and put his foot down. But, no 
matter what red-headed temper tantrum Dave had, David was going nowhere without him. 


"No," he quietly said. "I'm with you for life. Got a certificate an everything." 


The woman sighed, her voice tinny through the speakers. "There is one other thing which could help Mr 


Mustaine's application" 
His head shot up, slamming in to the wall. A spike of pain flared through him, but he didn't care. "What?" 


"If Mr Mustaine signs an agreement for the UK's breeding program then I'll resubmit the applications 
together." 


A cold chill descended over David and he looked to his boyfriend. Dave arched an eyebrow and gave him a 
shrug. "What do you think?" 


"Would you go through with it?" 
Dave managed a small smile. "Wouldn't mean | love you any less." 
David felt his own face break out in to a smile. "Do it then" 


The woman pushed a piece of paper through a small opening in the window. Swiping up the chained pen, Dave 


didn't even read the paper, just signed his name with a flourish and pushed it back through. 
Picking it up, the woman nodded. "Good luck, gentlemen" 


Then, just before she turned away, David noticed something pinned to her suit collar, something which gave 
him hope. A small rainbow flag pin badge. She was one of them. 


Just Relax 


Three long hours they waited for. Three long hours of frustration, of pacing, of muttered words and silence. 
Three long hours of their lives hanging in the balance. 


David dared not say too much lest he curse the outcome. Instead he wandered the small room, eyes on the 
tiny camera which hung in one corner, watching them. From time to time, Dave joined him, mumbling under his 


breath, while Revere sat on the wooden seat, watching them and offering words of comfort. 


Finally the door behind the glass opened and the woman returned. Her face gave nothing away and she sat 


herself before them. Neither himself, nor Dave, made any move to sit before her. 


"Mr Mustaine, I'm happy to say that your application has been accepted" She pushed a large brown envelope 
through the hatch. "Your visas are in there, as well as Mr Mustaine's breeder program card. Have a safe 


journey, gentlemen, and may your new life be all you wished it to be." 


Taking the envelope, David watched her get up and begin to leave. As she got to the door, her shoulders rose 
and fell in a deep sigh and she turned back to them. Returning to her seat, she leaned down and reached 
beneath the desk before straightening up and motioning them closer. Sitting, they looked at her. 


She looked around herself before once more focusing on them. "I've turned off the cameras and the 
microphones." Her voice sounded strange, coming through the small hatch at the bottom of the window. She 
leaned on her elbows, bringing her mouth closer so they could hear. "I'll explain it away as a malfunction. It 
happens fairly frequently. But I've got to make this quick. If | could have sent you over as a bonded couple, | 
would have. I'm an ally and | hate seeing people parted. But the breeding program is the only thing which will 
get you over there. You're young, and that's what they want." 


Her eyes darted around herself, her breath becoming short. "On your arrival, they'll tag you with an ankle 
bracelet. It's so they can track you and come and get you whenever they need your sperm. You're nothing 
more to them than a number and they'll give you an area to remain in. Leave that area and Big Brother will 
seem like heaven. But there's ways and means around it. I've sent a message to London's Hidden and they'll help 
you. | can't say too much now, but they'll help you out of this mess and you'll both be free to begin your 


lives. Good luck. | mean that." 


Getting up, she left, raising a hand before she stepped through the door, gone forever. For a moment, they sat 
in silence. Carefully he opened the envelope and pulled out the sheaf of papers. One was labelled with his own 
name, the other with Dave's. A plastic card, no bigger than an ATM card, was clipped to Dave's. A string of 
numbers ran along the bottom, Dave's name embossed above it. UK Breeding Program Identity Card was printed 
at the top. Just looking at it made David feel ill and he pushed the pile of papers back into the envelope and 
stood. 


wun 


Sitting on the train, David stared at the envelope, the sick feeling refusing to leave. Their whole lives had just 
changed. While his was for the better, he wasn't so sure about Dave's. 


A hand was pushed under his nose, a single copper cent lying in its palm. Following the arm, he looked up into 
Dave's soft eyes. His boyfriend's emotions changed so frequently and so suddenly that it was nice to see him 


serene, if only for a moment. 
Dave moved his hand closer. "Penny for ‘em." 


Smiling weakly, he took the coin from Dave and turned it over. It was old, grime trapped in its grooves, all but 


worthless and good for nothing more than melting down. 1969 was the year it had been minted. 
"I'm worried," he murmured, eyes still on the coin 

He felt Dave shuffle closer, his welcome warmth pressed close. "About the breeding program?" 
David shrugged nonchalantly. 


"If you're worried I'm going to run off with some woman then you can get those thoughts out of your head. 


It's not gonna happen, Junior. I'm all yours, just like you're all mine. I'm not going to give you up for anything.’ 


The words warmed David and he leaned closer. Dave was filling out with all the food the Hidden were giving 
them. The nightmares of prison were fading, Dave's bones becoming hidden and his body taking on the swell of 
a man with strength. 


"l'm worried about what'll happen if you escape the program." 


Fingers wrapped around his waist, pulling him against Dave. Willingly he gave in, leaning heavily against his 
boyfriend. Kisses peppered his hair. 


Is gonna be alright, okay. Just trust me. Look, you got us this far. You got us to NY. You came to find me 
when | was arrested. You've done a fuckin’ lot, Junior. How about relaxing a little and letting me take over for a 
while?" 


Sighing, David nodded. "Suppose." 


Yet he found it difficult to relax, difficult to turn his brain off. For so long he'd been living by his wits, 
teaching Dave the ways of their eerie new world and now that he was being given a chance to turn off, he 
couldn't. His eyes still snapped back and forth, scanning the dark tunnels, his fingers curled around an imaginary 
trigger. Fingers stroked through his hair, trying to soothe him, soft words following them. They moved down to 
the nap of his neck, rubbing in tiny circles, kisses finding his skin and making him tremble. Slowly, David felt 
himself begin to relax, his body curling in on itself as he laid his head against Dave's chest. Through the thin 


tshirt, he could feel his boyfriend's heart pattering, it's rhythm working beneath his skin 


"IFs okay," he heard Dave whisper. "It's okay to chill out. Your work's nearly over. Soon you can sleep for a 


really long time. And when you wake up, everything will be better." 
"Promise?" His voice was barely audible. 
"Yeah, | promise." 


woun 


David woke with a start. The last thing he remembered was the lumbering movement of the train and Dave's 
hands moving along his spine. Panic rode over him as he looked around, relief quickly following as he looked at 
their small room. From the small kitchen came the sound of quiet singing, the smell of coffee and bacon 


hanging in the air. 
Pulling himself upright, he leaned against the wall, the blankets hunched into his lap. Soon they'd have to leave 
the safe haven beneath the streets. Soon they'd be on a plane, crossing the Atlantic, and starting a brand new 


life. Soon. Soon. Soon. 


Pulling himself in to the now, he smiled as Dave wandered from the kitchen, two mugs of coffee clasped in one 


hand, a plate of bacon sandwiches in the other. 


"Gotta make use of this food. Don't know when we'll have it again" He sat on the edge of the mattress he 
placed the sandwiches on the floor and handed a mug to David. "Sleep well?" 


His head was still fuzzy, eyes still heavy, yet he still nodded. "Yeah, was a good sleep." 

"Well, like | said, soon you can sleep for as long as you want" Resting the mug on his knees, Dave smiled softly. 
"You've done a lot, more than I've ever seen anyone else do. You're brave, Junior, really brave. | don't know if 
anyone's given you credit for it before. But if they haven't, know that you're gonna get it from me." 

Returning the smile, David took a sip of his coffee. "Thanks." 

Reaching out, Dave stroked his hair, tucking sandy strands behind his ears before his fingers brushed David's 
cheek. They continued to his shoulder, kneading at tight muscles. The mug was plucked from his fingers and 
placed beside the sandwiches. 

"Gonna help you relax" 


Shaking his head, David mumbled, "s okay. l'm fine." 


"Nah-ah" Dave crawled onto the bed and lifted the blankets, burrowing himself beneath them. 


Fingers tugged at his pajamas, pulling both them and his shorts down. Warmed by the coffee, they wrapped 
around his flaccid cock, running against his soft flesh. Sighing, David let his head fall back against the wall, his 
body slowly sliding back to the mattress. His legs were eased apart, the lump beneath the blankets moving. 
Warm lips wrapped around his slowly hardening cock, moving back and forth, gently sucking, soft sounds 
surrounding them. Closing his eyes, he laid a hand on Dave's head, encouraging him to go lower. His lover didn't 
resist, easing his silky mouth along his erection, tongue wrapping around him before tickling the slit, lapping up 
the pre-come which seeped from it. 


Reaching beneath the blanket, he tangled his fingers in Dave's hair, the pads making small circles against his 
scalp. It made Dave hum, the vibrations rocking along his erection and making him shudder. Much to his regret, 
he only lasted for a few more seconds, his back arching from the bed as he spilled himself into his boyfriend's 
mouth. 


Sinking back to the bed, David took several deep breaths, eyes still closed as he allowed his body to unwind. 
Aches and pains suddenly seemed to have vanished, the familiar beginnings of a migraine fading to nothing. 
Beside him, the bed moved and Dave was suddenly lying beside him, a smile on his lips. 


"Better?" 
Smiling, he wound a hard into the fiery hair and gave Dave a kiss. "Much better." 


Chuckling, Dave pressed himself closer, an arm wrapping around his waist. "Well, there's more of where that 


came from. All you've gotta do is ask" 


David felt his face break into a grin and he moved to deepen the kiss, teeth nipping at Dave's lips. "Don't tempt 
me. Might tie you to the bed and not let you go." 


Beneath his lips, Dave growled, arm tightening around him. "Now that I'd like." 


woun 


A party was thrown in their honour, the platforms of City Hall transformed with rows of tables and chairs. 
Music spilled through the old PA system, a mixture of modern pre-Crash music and old war time songs. 
Decorations had been quickly made from scraps of fabric, the bunting hanging high across the track. Brown 
paper wrapped parcels were stacked beside himself and Dave, gifts of clothes, foods, and other necessitates to 
help them start their new lives. A couple, well in to their seventies, had gifted them with a pair of rings, 
beautifully crafted from the city's scrap metal. They were, the couple had told them, their eyes glistening with 
the love which had spend the decades, a gift of eternal love for them, ones for them to wear until the end of 
their days. David had felt the tears well up as he'd gazed at his own, now pushed on to the ring finger of his 
left hand. Dave wore his in an identical manner, a solemn silence falling over him. They felt loved, and it was 
with a deep seated regret that they were leaving. But perhaps, David mused, they would return with good 
news, news that the world around them would start afresh. And that it would be a better world, one in which 


they would be happy to raise their children 


Sitting at the head table, David watched as people shared food and laughter, hands and feet tapping in time to 
the music. They were a mix of young and old, those who'd been born prior to The Crash and those who'd 
known nothing other than the world they now lived in 


It had been so long since he had heard music for more than a few minutes that David felt his own body begin 
to twitch, fingers picking out the notes on an imaginary keyboard. It really did feel as though they were 
weathering a war and that the party was the one spark of happiness they would experience for a long time. As 
the song changed to a quckstep number, he watched as people left the table, found partners and began to 


dance. 
A hand nudged him and he turned to a grinning Dave. "Want to dance?" 
He looked back to the dancers. "Sure." 


Getting to his feet, he allowed Dave to take his right hand, his left resting at David's waist. He followed suit, 
his free hand resting at Dave's hip. They began to move to the music, awkward and clumsy, laughing at their 
attempts as they crashed in to each other. Finally, they found a rhythm which suited, David leaning against his 
boyfriend, arms looped around his neck. Dave didn't disappoint, hands resting in the small of his back as they 
swayed to the upbeat songs. 


Eventually, there came the sound of clapping and the music died away. Seats were shuffled, scraping against 


the floor. Pulling apart, they returned to their table, Revere standing beside their seats. 


"I'd like to make a speech," the grey-haired man began, "to two people who will be leaving our group. They have 
shown us that life can go on, and that there are pastures green and lands anew out there. Bravely they are 
stepping away from our country, breaking away from the shackles which have been imposed upon us. They are 
going to find a new world, and a new life. They have shown us strength, bravery, and love in the face of all 
adversity. And | hope that one day they will return to us and help us rebuild this crumbling land. | hope that 
they will gain the tools they need to reclaim a world which has been taken over by all that is evil” 


Fingers wrapped around his shoulder and he looked up at Revere, the man's eyes sparkling as he looked down at 


them. 


"David, Dave, | hope that your new lives wil be everything you've dreamed of. That one day you will find the 


peace and hope we all wish for. Your actions alone give us the hope to continue." 


David could feel a lump growing in his throat, his eyes becoming misted with tears. Standing, he wrapped them 
man in a hug. A moment later and Dave followed, the three of them standing amid the suddenly silent station 


The end of their life in America was nearing, a new one of promise opening up before them. 


New Beginnings 


Hands rode over his flesh, mapping each dip and gentle curve. They stroked across his stomach, nails 
momentarily scratching and making him hiss, no doubt leaving red marks in their wake. They found the sweep 
of his hips and the expanse of his flanks before returning to his stomach and gliding to his chest, thumbs 


grazing the sensitive numbs of his ripples. 


Straddling Dave's lap, David arched back, hands flat against the bed, hair spilling down his back. His cock was 
hard against his stomach, twitching with every movement, Dave's wandering hands barely grazing it. He sighed 
and groaned, sliding his body against Dave's own erection. Never had he felt so exposed. It was a delicious 
feeling, laying everything out for a single person to see. All the cracks, all the worries, all the insecurities; each 
was held out for Dave to see. And, in turn, Dave had kissed all of them away, spiriting them to a place where 
they were no longer needed. Confidence now brimmed through him, sweeping away the old and banishing it 


forever. 


Beneath him, he felt Dave shift and warm lips were pressed to his stomach. Hands clasped his back, pulling him 
upright. 


"Ride me" Dave's voice was deep and husky, laden with the promise of divine, forbidden pleasure. 

Placing his hands against Dave's chest, he carefully eased himself onto his boyfriend's cock. He sighed deeply, 
enjoying the feeling of being stretched and filled. Sinking back onto his heels, he looked down at Dave, taking in 
the relaxed look on his boyfriend's face. A smile twitched the redheads lips, his hands stroking over David's 
haunches. 

No more hate. No more hiding. No more being a part of the shadows. 


Just freedom and peace. The freedom to be himself and to love whoever he chose. 


Raising himself on to his knees, David leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Dave's mouth. Then, achingly slow, 


he began to rock, ready to fly them both to heaven 


wun 


"The UK has a strict no weapons policy. That includes guns, so you're going to have to leave them here." 


Their meager possessions sat beside them on the platform, an assortment of clothes and toiletries, the last of 
their food, and the gifts which had been given to them. A cold chill settled over David, snapping along his spine. 
Through the glass panes high in City Hall's roof, the early morning sun streamed through. After the previous 
night's party, the station felt dead, as though it hadn't really happened. The train sat before them, engine 
silent, waiting for the electricity to be turned back on 


"You can take them as far as the airport, but that's it," Revere said. There was a sadness in his eyes, and he 
took a deep, shaking breath. "Once we leave Manhattan, there's no saying what will happen, so we need the 
protection. Some of the other Hidden will be riding with us, just to make sure. | don't want anything to go 
wrong, not Today.” 


A fabric bag was held out to him and David took it, peering inside. 
"Your visas and any other travel documents.” 
"When do we get our tickets?" he asked. 


"We'll get them there. You can only get them at the desk these days, but | wouldn't worry. There's barely 
anyone other than ex-pats flying these days. In fact." A small smile played on Revere's lips. "You're the only 
ones I've seen fly in the past three years. Last people | waved off were a family. Wish | knew if they'd made it 
safely. Speaking of which." 


He walked to a bench and picked something up, returning and holding it out to David. "You mentioned your 
family were still alive. | want you to write them a letter, because | know that if | was your father I'd be 


mighty worried about you." 


David felt himself frown and moved to speak. Revere held up a hand, silencing him. "Don't ask how we'll get it 
there. We just will" He pointed to the bench. "Getting writing, young man" 


David felt himself chuckle, the laughter washing away the beginning of the regret. He didn't want to leave. He 
wanted to stay below ground, helping to rebuild New York. The moment Revere had mentioned his family, 
everything had come flooding back. He'd remembered how much he loved and cared for them. How much he 
missed Elliot. How much he missed the farm, and his mother's home baking. How much he missed messing 
around with his father. The letter, he assumed, was one last chance to let him think about whether he wanted 


to go or not. 


But they'd fought for so much, fought to be allowed to even step on to the Clunker. Dave had even signed his 


life away, not caring for what was written on the contract. The one thing he'd cared for was David. 


Opening the slim box, he took out a pad of recycled paper and an old fountain pen. Drawing a line on the back of 
his hand, he inspected the ink. It had been made the old fashioned way, by burning down anything which could 


be formed in to a liquid. Leaning against his knees, he began to write. 
Dear Mom, Dad, and Elliot, 


Hi I bet you didn't expect to hear from me. We're in New York, and its been a tough journey. The city's not like it 
used to be. Its run as a police state so if youre thinking of coming here, don't. Stay in Minnesota. Please. Dont 
venture outside of Jackson because you don't know what you've got. Compared to New York, Jackson is heaven 


Keep on doing what you're doing because you're doing an awesome job 


We're leaving for London today. Hopefully HI be able to write once we get there. | just wanted you to know that 
both Dave and | are safe. There's so much more | want to fell you but hopefully we'll see you soon and can fell all 
then 


Stay sate, stay happy and, well, keep praying for us. We really appreciate everything you've done, especially fo 
help get us on the road Keep loving one another. Family's are a great thing right now and its incredible that we're 
all still alive. 


| miss you all, and will continue missing you until | get to see you again 


All our love, 


David 


Sitting up, he took a deep breath and held out the pad to Dave. "Will you sign it? Please? It'll mean a lot to my 


mother." 


Dave silently looked at it before plucking it from David's hands. Sitting on the bench, he quickly signed his name 
and handed it back. Envelopes were stacked in the bottom of the box, all made from the same rough paper. It 
was with a heavy heart that he folded the letter, pushed it in and addressed the envelope. He could feel his 
eyes begin to sting as he handed it over to Revere. The old man took it with a small bow, and secreted it away 


into his long coat. 

"It shall be delivered, don't you worry. And, should you wish to contact any of us, the London Hidden will only 
be too happy to help. It may take make weeks for a reply to arrive but, never fear, we shall. You are part of 
us now, the both of you, and | have grown to see you as sons of my own" 

David shook his head. "Revere, don't." 

"And why not?" The blue eyes sparkled with tears. 

"Because you'll make me do something very foolish." He managed to smile. 

"And what would that be?" 

So much. They had been through so much together and they would not have survived if it had not been for 
the man with the long grey hair and patchwork clothes. Stepping up to him, David wrapped his arms around 


Revere and hugged him close. The gesture was returned, hands clapping his back. 


"We'll see you again, David, don't you worry." He pulled away and gestured Dave closer. For a moment, the 


redhead paused before embracing Revere. 


When they stepped back, Revere nodded towards the train. "H's time for us to be making a move. Don't want 


to miss that flight." 


wun 


The Hidden packed the train, standing at windows and doors, protecting every inch of the train. Guns were 
hidden out of sight, hands wrapped around them. David cradled the rifle in his lap, three shots loaded in to it. 
He was ready, ready to fight for the people who'd saved them. Ready to fight for his new life. 


Waves of emotions passed over him. Loss, regret, anticipation, excitement, hope, anger, love. All of them passed 
through him, leaving him cold, or warming his heart. He wanted to leave America, wanted to find out what life 
could be like. Alternatively, he didn't want to leave, having found kindred spirits among those of the Hidden 
They were the people who would bring about the changes needed to make his home country great once more. 
They would chase out the like of Big Brother, bring about real law and order, and create a home for everyone. 
One day, he hoped to return and be able to help. Most of all, he hoped to return and find that he was accepted 
for who he was. That no longer would he be hated and killed for being gay. That people would open up their 
hearts to both him and Dave. 


Rubbing a hand along Dave's back, David laid his head against his boyfriend's shoulder. Together. That was all 
that mattered. Even with the breeding program looming over them, he didn't doubt that Dave's ingenuity would 
somehow get them away from it. At least he hoped it would. 


Beside him, Dave muttered something and an arm snaked around his waist, tugging him closer. A nose was 
buried in his hair, kisses massaging his scalp. Amid it, he heard Dave mutter three words David had rarely 
heard him use. 


/ love you. 


wun 


JFK Airport looked nothing like David had imagined it would. Vast and empty, every entry point was heavily 
fortified and guarded, cameras watching everything. A concrete wall had blocked off the exit of the subway 
station, guns stationed before it, several cameras watching their every move. It wasn't until they had been 


questioned via an intercom that they were finally guided through a thick metal door and into the airport. 


Sunlight flooded through the windows, highlighting neglected check in desks, dust, and debris. The markers of 
each airline had been removed long ago. A single desk was open, a woman in army fatigues sitting behind it. 
Above it, a sign declared that the flight was run by an alliance of British Airways and United Airlines. The 
woman watched them suspiciously as they walked towards her, their every movement and every breath 


amplified in the massive space. 


She raised an eyebrow as they stopped at the desk, obviously not used to seeing the non-moneyed wanting to 


catch a flight. 


Reaching into the fabric bag, David removed the envelope containing their documents and a stack of banknotes. 


"Two one way tickets to London, please.” 
"Documents." She held out her hand, and he gave her the envelope. 


Holding his breath, he watched as she emptied it on to the desk, flicking through and reading every page. The 
visas, he'd discovered, also acted as temporary passports and, once they touched down on to British soil, would 
be converted in to the rugged booklets they knew so well. They would remain as American citizens, able to be 
deported at any time, but the visas had no time limit, allowing them to live and work as if they had been 
British born and bred. The only stipulation was that they would pay a slightly higher tax on anything they 
earned, something which David had baulked at but which he knew would be unavoidable. Some of their earnings 
would no doubt be sent to his family and the accepting government had to have some form of payment for 


them staying in the UK, whether it was for healthcare, or any other costs they incurred. 


Picking up a stamp, she thudded it against each piece of paper before reaching beneath the desk. Bringing out 
slips of paper, she began to write on them before placing them on the desk. "Two single tickets to London. 
Three thousand, five hundred dollars. The flight leaves at fourteen hundred hours from gate nine." She finally 
cracked a smile. "Enjoy your flight, and good luck" 


Peeling off the notes, he handed it to her and collected the documents and tickets. Sliding them back into the 
envelope, he held out a hand to her. She shook it. "Thanks," he replied 


"Not a problem." She nodded beyond her. "Take a seat and admire the view. What's left of it. Remember what 
you're going to the UK for." 


Tucking the money into the envelope, he managed a smile. "Will do." 


They wandered the massive terminal in silence, feeling the ghosts of passengers past. David could almost hear 
them, feel them passing him, rushing from place to place. Beyond the windows lay the wreckages of abandoned 
planes, many nothing more than burnt out husks, anything of worth stripped away before the airport had been 
barricaded off from the rest of the world He assumed that whoever had taken control of the sprawling 


complex had deliberately destroyed what had remained of the aircraft. 


Around the airport, he could make out a wall, stretching many feet into the air. He could just see the shadows 


of guns and cameras, soldiers stationed in watchtowers. 


Some of the twisted metal mounds, once the kings and queens of the sky, still stood at the gates, as though 
the blackened and rusted carcasses were waiting for the specters of passengers to board them. He counted 
off the gates until they reached nine. There, waiting for them, was an old prop-driven DC-1. Compared to the 
huge beasts which had once ruled the skies, it was tiny. The door was open and steps had been wheeled to it, 
waiting for those who would fly with her. 


Looking at his watch, he sighed and slumped in to one of the rickety metal seats. Two hours left until the 


flight boarded. His stomach churned with nerves, they were finally here. All they had fought for was 
materialising and soon they would be in the air. Yet still he felt like a traitor for leaving not just his country 
and his family, but also for the people who had taken them in and shown them that there was still good left in 
a darkened world. He doubted they would see Revere again. The gentleman was aging and could not keep up his 
work forever. Peeking from beneath his raggy fringe, David watched him pace back and forth, hands clasped 
behind his back. 

"Revere, can | ask you a personal question?" 

"Sure." 


"How old are you?" 


Revere stopped and chuckled, his eyes sparkling. "Younger than you think | am. This." He pointed to his hair. 
"Was inherited from my father. And the stress of the past few years has done no one any good." 


David frowned. "So how old are you?" 

"Turned fifty last November" Revere sat beside him. "Why'd you ask?" 

David shrugged. “Just worried I'd never see you again" 

"Oh, you'll see me again, don't worry: 

Smiling, he turned his attention back to the ruins of the airport. "Would you go to the UK?" 


"No, I'd prefer to stay here and do what | can. Hopefully you'll return with the skills we need. And, in truth, | 


can't wait to see you return. You're both strong young men with a lot to offer.” 

The seat beside David creaked. Red hair spilled over his shoulder as Dave leaned against him. Draping an arm 
around his boyfriend's shoulders, David hugged him close, wanting to savour every moment they had before 
they landed. He wasn't sure he wanted to know what the breeding program was, nor how it worked. He wanted 


to keep Dave to himself, and he loathed to think what the one person he'd ever fallen in love with would be put 
through. 


"What about you, Dave, are you looking forward to a new life?" Revere asked. 
"Yeah, kinda. Not sure of this breeding thing.” 


"No one ever is. Like | said, we've got ways of getting you out of it and we'll use them. But try not to worry. 
Everything will work out just fine.” 


Silence fell over them and Dave nestled closer, silently demanding attention Slowly he stroked a hand over the 


thick waves of red hair. David wasn't going to say no To his boyfriend, not now, not ever. Dave could have all 


the love he wanted. 


| Can See For Miles and Miles 


3.45pm 


Several other people, all dressed in suits which looked as though they had cost more than the plane ticket, 
mingled around the gate. All had clipped British accents, and all ignored Dave and himself. 


The door to the gate opened and four soldiers, armed to the teeth, walked in. David felt his pulse quicken as 
they stood beside the airbriage. 


"Before boarding can commence," one began, "your bags and persons will be searched. You will then be escorted 


to the plane. Any questions?" 

People murmured, but nothing more was said. 

"Ellefson, David." 

His legs suddenly felt like lead as he stood, shaking as he collected the few bags he could carry with him. One 
slipped through his fingers and he cursed as it hit the floor. His name was called again and a wave of panic 


flooded over him. 


Revere held the bag out to him, face a picture of sadness. Arms went around his shoulders, briefly holding 


him. 

"Go in peace, David. You're doing the right thing." 

He gave a shaky nod and held the bags tight to his body. "Thank you. For everything." 
"You're welcome. l'll send Dave after you in a moment. See you soon, Junior." 

He managed to smile and, with one last, long, look, he walked to the gate. 


wun 


His bags were all but torn apart, each item questioned, the soldiers glaring at him. Why did he have so few 
clothes? Why was he carrying food items? All of it was thrown at him and David could bet his last dollar that 
the suited people would have to endure the same humiliating thoroughress. Picking up the bags, he began the 


walk down the airbridge and to the tarmac, the voices of the soldiers echoing after him. 
"Gleeson, Barbara." 


"Jones, Michael." 


woun 


The plane was as old as the hills, a throwback to the pre-golden days of the jet age. More soldiers escorted 
him aboard, taking his bags from him and stashing them in the hold. Thankfully they allowed him to wander the 
craft and choose his own seat. With a deep sigh, he picked two at the back. Perfect for hunkering down and 
wiling away the flight. 


The pain of leaving began to subside, slowly being replaced with the joy of hope. When they had a demo tape, 
he'd send a copy to Revere to show him that they were keeping up with their promise. 


Slowly the plane began to fill up, the majority of the suited people taking up the front seats. He and Dave were 
obviously marked, their disheveled appearances and long hair putting off those with money. Not that he minded. 
The more space they had, the better. Meant they could talk openly without the risk of someone eavesdropping. 


Because, as he'd learned, you never knew who was watching and listening. 


Finally, Dave boarded, looking a little lost until he spotted David. A smile spread over his face and he all but 


bounded up the narrow aisle to slip into the free seat. 


Feeling his own face break out in to a smile, David reached out to touch his boyfriend. Yes, he was definitely 


real. After all they'd been through, he was definitely sitting beside him, waiting for the flight to depart. 
"Everything go okay?" he asked. 
Dave grinned and shrugged. "Pretty much. Think they wonder how two losers like us are managing to escape." 


"No talking like that," he chuckled. "We're not losers." He nodded towards the front of the plane. "They might 
have money and fancy houses but you can bet there's something in ‘em which makes them sad. We've got 


each other." 
Dave slid an arm around his shoulder. "And that's all we need, right?" 
David smiled up at him. "Right." 


The door of the plane thudded shut and David felt his breath catch. It was time. Leaning against the window, he 
watched as the soldiers pulled away, standing a good distance from the plane. One gave the thumbs up and the 
first of the engines started, grey fumes spewing behind it as the propeller began to turn. He felt Dave lean 
against him, musing quietly as the second engine started, the air around them turning grey. From the the 


opposite side of the plane, they heard the final two engines start. 


A voice crackled over a vintage PA. "Ladies and gentlemen, if you would please fasten your seatbelts. Safety 
instructions are in the seat pockets. Should we lose pressure, oxygen masks will drop from above. Please place 


the mask over your nose and mouth and breathe deeply. We hope that you enjoy your flight and we would like 


to take the pleasure of welcoming you aboard flight BAUA 023" 


Stretching the belt over his lap, he clipped it shut and returned his attention to the window. As the plane 
began to ease forward, David heard himself squeak, excitement coursing through him. Suddenly he felt five 
years old again and taking an adventure with his parents. Gazing at his reflection in the window, he saw his big 
eyes and wide smile, an expression he hadn't seen for many, many months. Beside him, Dave let out a low 


whoop. 
"Excited?" David asked. 
Dave's arm tightened around his shoulder. "You bet." 


The plane paused and David felt himself hold his breath. For a moment, the only sound was that of the engines, 
the pilot obviously waiting for something. Suddenly the engines roared with a deep, throaty noise and the 


machine began to thunder down the runway, picking up speed, its wheels thudding across the concrete. 


And then they were free, the rumbling ending as they escaped gravity and made for the sky. With a mewl of 
glee, David let go of the breath he'd been holding, wrapping Dave in a tight hug. Dave's arm tightened around 
him, lips kissing his hair. 


"We're on our way," Dave murmured. 


"Yeah." His voice was low and breathy, eyes still watching as the ground disappeared, New York growing smaller 


by the moment. "We are." 


woun 


The sky was blue and the clouds were white and fluffy. Wrapped in blankets, David leaned against his boyfriend, 
enclosed in his arms as he watched the clouds dance beneath them. It was a peaceful existence in the sky and 
he wasn't sure he wanted to come down. Chaos and disorder ruled north America and western Europe and he'd 
had enough to last him several lifetimes. Now he wanted some peace and quiet, the kind that was afforded by 


the onward motion of the plane and the bright sun which warmed them. 

Dave's hands stroked along his arms and chest, tracing lines and circles before returning to his shoulders and 
beginning again. The gentle touches were soothing and reassuring, and David could feel his eyes growing heavy. 
His jaw itched and he yawned, nestling his head beneath Dave's chin 

"You can sleep now," Dave mumbled. 


Making a soft noise, David shook his head. "Don't wanna." 


One of Dave's hands clasped his cheek, tilting his head back to look up into his eyes. He gave Dave a weary 


smile. "Go to sleep, Junior. You're allowed to." 


He yawned and shook his head again. "Wanna watch the sky." 
Dave looked confused. "You can see the sky any time you want." 
"Yeah, but not from up here | can't. Wanna see it while | can." 


Dave chuckled softly and softly kissed his forehead. "You're so cute when you're not being a badass. You know 


that?" 
David grinned. "So I'm a badass, huh? Thought that was your job?" 


"Not all the time it ain't. And | gotta say that you're pretty sexy when you're armed to the teeth and pissed 
off" 


He couldn't help himself, the happy laughter spilling from his lips. Reaching up, he touched Dave's chin, nudging 
him down for a kiss. Dave willingly obliged and he sighed against the warm lips. "Yeah, well don't piss me off too 
much, will you?" 

"And what makes you think I'm gonna do that?" Dave grinned and raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh, | know what you're like. I've seen enough of your hellraising, young man" 

The redhead laughed, one hand ruffling his sandy hair. "Says the guy whose nickname is Junior." 

"Don't you be turning it into Pissed-Off Junior, okay?!" 


Dave held up a hand in mock surrender. "Never even crossed my mind, boss." 


"Good" David could feel his face beginning to ache from the laughter and smiling. "Now come back here and 


give me another kiss." 
Dave snuggled down with hin, lips finding his. 
"Gentlemen, would you care for a drink?" 


Stretching his head back, David smiled at the brunette woman standing beside them. As with the other staff, 


she was dressed in army fatigues. 
"Do you have beer?" he asked, 


She returned his smile. "I do. Would you like two? Glasses?" 


"Yes please to the two, and no thank you to the glasses. Just the bottles will be fine." 

Sure, he'd drunk alcohol in Jackson, but never legally and never with someone he loved. It had always been 
clandestine meetings in the shadows with the stolen contents of someone's liqour cabinet. Now he was a few 
weeks short of his 22nd birthday and perfectly legal. 

The woman handed them two chilled beers, Dave sighing happily at the first sip. 


"Now that's a taste of heaven if ever there were one." He held his bottle up by the neck. "Cheers, Junior. 


Here's to our new life." 

He clinked Dave's bottle with his own. "Cheers, Dave. To us." 

And it did taste like heaven. A golden, bubbly, malty taste of heaven 
Sleep is for the weak. 


No it's not. Its for the utterly exhausted and broken It's for those who need a break, if only for an hour or 


two. It's for those who've moved heaven and earth. 


Wrapped in blankets, and Dave's arms, he fell in to a deep sleep. A sleep filled with happy dreams and the kind 
of warmth only found in the love of another. A happy, hopeful sleep. 


Mile High Club 


He was woken by fingers sliding over his groin, the hell of the warm hand pressed against his cock Soft pants 
filled his ears. 


The cabin was dark, punctuated by only a few tiny lights above different seats. They were chasing the sunrise 


and, for now, were suspended in the arms of the night. 


The hand moved back and forth, rubbing the cottony material of his shorts sensually against his hardening 
cock. Sighing, he tilted his head back, inhaling Dave's familiar scent. 


"Hi," he murmured. 


His reply was a kiss, Dave panting into his mouth, tongue ghosting over his before disappearing. The fingers 
deftly flicked the button of his jeans open and slid past the waistband to wrap around his length. David groaned 
as they did, sinking lower against his boyfriend. Even in his wildest dreams it hadn't been like this. Even in his 


wildest dreams no one had attacked him with such vigour. 


Dave didn't give up his assault, gently stroking him to a beat only he knew. He stopped and started, hand 
twisting before tickling over his slick head. His thumb pressed against the slit, spreading the silken pre-come 


before dancing over the pulsing veins. 


David didn't know how he stayed sane, how he didn't scream, his boyfriend's talented hand pushing him to the 
edge before pulling him back. The darkness enveloped them, making their explorations all the more delightful. 
Stretching an arm around Dave's neck, David kissed him hard, whining in to his mouth as the pulse of his 
orgasm raced towards him before slipping back. He wanted to die, wanted to be swept away to heaven, the 


deliciousness of having a hand in his briefs turning him on. 


Nipping at Dave's lips, he quietly begged to be allowed to come. The only response was the tightening of fingers 
around the base of his shaft. They squeezed and released several times before stopping, the pads of Dave's 
fingers resting against his tight balls. Again, David whined and tugged harder at his friend's lips. Slowly Dave 
began to move his hand again, cupping his balls and gently squeezing them before sweeping along his length. 
Closing his eyes, David panted into their kiss, cradling the back of Dave's head to deepen it. He didn't disappoint, 
feeding David with the most exquisite of kisses, the tip of his tongue brushing against his lips before sliding in 
to his mouth. 


With one last, long stroke, David came, groaning quietly, his ass lifting from the seat, seed pumping into his 
briefs. Bracing his feet against the wall of the plane, he rocked into Dave's fist, drawing out every last moment 


of his orgasm. 


Sliding to Dave's lap, he looked up at his boyfriend, his chest rising and falling. Beneath his shoulder, he could 


feel Dave's erection, the warmth emanating through the fabric of his jeans. Ignoring the mess he was in, David 


shifted himself so that he was sitting in his own seat before moving to kneel in the small space between the 
seats. A hand petted his hair and he looked up, trying to make out Dave's features in the darkness. He could 

see a ghost of a smile, Dave watching him. The hand pushed gently at the back of his head and David willingly 
buried himself beneath the blanket. Unzipping Dave's jeans, he pressed a kiss to the hard flesh inside, hearing 
Dave gasp softly. 


With his hand wrapped around the base of Dave's cock, he took him in his mouth, sucking and licking, 
remembering everything Dave had done to him to get him off. The hand pressed against his head and he 
opened his throat, letting Dave's erection slide against his flesh. Bobbing his head, he listened as Dave softly 
grunted and moaned, fingers stroking the blanket against his head. He ignored the heat and the claustrophobia 
and just concentrated on giving Dave the best blow job he'd ever had. Amid it all, David felt his own cock grow 
hard again. Ignoring the mess in his shorts, and taking advantage of his already undone jeans, he pushed his 


hand inside and wrapped it around his cock. 


It felt so good. Good to be on his knees. Good to be pleasuring someone. Good to be feeling the pleasure for 
himself. Sweeping his tongue along Dave's cock, he swirled it around the head, tasting the salty sweet pre- 
come. Gently he pushed his tongue into the slit, pulling back slightly as Dave raised his hips. Yeah, he was doing 
the right thing and it made him feel good. He was finally living out his dreams. Had finally fallen in to the arms 
of someone who adored him as much as they adored him. Despite their situation, it felt like a fairytale. 


Sucking on the head, he pressed a hand to Dave's thigh, trying to hold him down as he rocked his hips, his free 
hand still working at his own aching hard-on. He could feel the orgasm rising again, feel it rolling into a white 
hot knot of pleasure. Opening his throat, he impaled his mouth on Dave's cock, the redhead coming long and 
hard as he pressed his tongue to the velvety flesh. Dave's orgasm forced his own from him, Dave bucking 


harder as he groaned around his cock 


Lapping every last drop of come from Dave, he wiped his mouth and returned to his seat. Pulling the blankets 
around them, he fed Dave gentle kisses, fingers tangling in the waves of red hair. Dave was only too happy to 
return them, his own hands clasping David's head. 


woun 


It was early morning when they squealed down the runway of London's Heathrow airport. The initial thud, 
followed by the rapid slowing, jolted David from his sleep. He didn't want to come down, didn't want to return to 
the real world. A cold stone of dread weighed him down, making the earlier feelings of joy die a quick death. 


Gazing from the window, he watched the activity, older planes like their own mingling with large, modern jets. 
Even though the UK had caught the tail end of the pulse, they seemed to be fairing far better than the US. It 
still didn't make him feel any better. Now he had to face up to the reality of Dave being used for his genes, a 
thought which had haunted David from the money the fiery redhead had signed the contract. It made him feel 
ill, the bile rising in his throat. 


Dave's hand stroked his back when he coughed. "You okay?" 


He nodded and wiped his mouth. "Yeah, Just nervous." 
"Hll be alright" 

He gave Dave a strained smile. "I hope you're right” 
Dave kissed his forehead. "Trust me” 


They rolled to a stand and the plane stopped, engines shutting down. The door was opened and people were 
instantly on their feet, gathering anything they'd carried in to the cabin Getting up, David felt his legs begin to 
give way and he caught himself against one of the seats. Straightening up, he gave Dave a strained smile, and 


made his way down the aisle. 


Blinking in the sudden sunlight, David looked around himself. A line of armed guards stood alongside the plane, 
guns against their shoulders, watching them intently. Their luggage was being unloaded directly onto to the 
tarmac and a group of uniformed officials stood, pens and stamps in hand. In the distance, he would see a long, 
high wall running the perimeter of the airport, tall watch towers dotted along it. Like New York, the Brits were 


obviously trying to keep certain members of their population out. 
Walking down the stairs, he waited until all the luggage had been unloaded, shivering in the chill of an English 
autumn. Collecting theirs, he waited for Dave to join him. Once the redhead had relieved him of several of their 


bags, they walked to the officials, David feeling his heart thud harder. 


The Brits, it seemed, had no problems coming back into the country and were quickly checked and ushered on 


to a bus. They, however, were already causing problems. 


The official, bored and tired looking, stared at their papers, meticulously going through them. They sighed and 


raised an eyebrow. "So one of you is for the breeding program?" 

"Yeah, that'll be me," Dave replied. 

"And did you have a medical?" 

Dave groaned. "No. Why should 1?" 

Sighing, the official looked at them. "To make sure you're not carrying any diseases." 

"Oh. 

Shuffling the papers back into the envelope, the official mumbled something in to the radio on their shoulder. 


Lifting a hand, they gestured two of the armed guards closer. "| want you to escort these two men to the 
testing centre." He scribbled something on a slip of paper. "Once the results of these tests are back, escort 


them to security and get them ground side." 


The guards nodded and David noticed one of them look them up and down, a gesture which made him shiver. It 


seemed as though their dream was just that; a dream. They were about as welcome as Ebola 


Soulless 


The room was just that. A room. It was cold and soulless with white washed walls. One wall was dominated by a 
long, floor to ceiling mirror, which David suspected was a one way window. A bright, headache inducing light 
was set in the ceiling and a metal table and chair was bolted to the wall. Cameras hung in all four corners, 
their unblinking eyes forever watching him. The door had no handle, at least on his side, and it had thudded 
shut with a definite lock. 


Looking at himself in the mirror, he saw how haggard he looked. In less than an hour, he'd gone from 
excitement to pale and withered. Dave was no where to be seen, having been taken away while David was locked 
in the room. Even his luggage had been taken away, no doubt to be examined. He had no idea where Dave was, 
nor if he was okay. The gut wrenching pain he'd felt as they'd landed had only grown and he returned to pacing 
the room, carefully walking each length, fingernails grating at his palms. His jaw was set from the pain of the 
oncoming headache and the fear of the unknown. Of not knowing where Dave was. Of not knowing what was 


going to happen. Of being in an unknown country. 


The ache in his head grew, thundering behind his eyes, sawing through his brain. Howling, he turned on one of 
the cameras and glared at it. 


"Can | get some fucking painkillers? A fucking drink? Fuckin’ anything?!" 
The camera didn't respond, a near silent whirring coming from deep inside of it. A grating voice made him jump. 
"No. You can wait." 


"FUCK IT!" Kicking out at the wall, he slumped to the metal seat and laid his head against the cool table. It 


brought a minute amount of relief, quickly disappearing as the metal warmed against his skull 


Drawing in deep breaths, he slid his hand along his neck until his fingers rested in the soft spot just behind his 
ear. Pressing, he sighed as the rush of endorphins warmed him, rushing through him and eating away at the 


pain. 


Closing his eyes, he kept his fingers against the spot until the pain became a dull ebb. For how long he would 
have to wait, he didn't know and he stretched his arms across the table, fingers wrapping around the lip. He 
didn't care what he looked like, didn't care what the watchers thought. He was alone and exhausted in a strange 
country. Why had they left? Why hadn't they tried to make a life in New York? Why had they run so far? 
Was it because of love? Or for something more? What had pushed Dave to run so far? Could it be that there 


was more than a mere Shoot To Kill order? Was there more than wanting to have a band? 


The questions rolled through David's mind, growing in intensity. A warm dampness slid between the metal of 
the table and his cheek and his shoulders rose and fell, the sobs shaking his tired body. He hoped and prayed 
that Dave didn't have a dark side. Prayed that whatever had thrown them so far from home was nothing 


more than mere curiosity and the desire for a better life. 


He didn't know how long he lay against the table. Didn't know how long he cried for, not how long he stared at 
his reddened eyes in the mirrored window. lime felt like it had stood still, that it had forgotten about him, 


about the person locked in the room. 


Eventually the door opened and David forced himself to sit upright. Dave stumbled in and the door was yanked 
shut in his wake. Swaying, Dave looked around himself, eyes glassy and dead, skin pale and clammy, his hair 


hanging in limp, sweaty strands. Leaning against the wall, he took several deep breaths, eyes never focusing. 
"Dave?" 


Dave twitched, arms going around himself, never looking at him. Taking a deep breath, David got to his feet and 


walked over to him. 
"Dave?" 


Still nothing. Gently he ran a hand along Dave's arm, feeling as he shuddered beneath his touch. "Dave, are you 
okay?" 


Slowly Dave lifted his head, his hazel eyes focusing on David. There was no expression in his face, nothing to 
indicate if he was anything more than a walking dead man. Shuddering, David took his hand and lead him to the 
table, seating him across from himself. Holding on to Dave's hands, he stared at his boyfriend, studying him. 
Dave twitched and pulled his hands away, scratching at his arms. Frowning, he snatched at his boyfriend's 
hands and pulled his arms out. 


All along his arms were tiny, red pin pricks. A few still seeped blood. All looked angry and irritated. The sadness 
rose and he longed to take Dave in to his arms and hold him close. Longed to make him feel better, to kiss 
away whatever had happened. When Dave drew his legs up, David wretched, stomach acid and bile splattering 


against the concrete floor. 

Wrapped around Dave's ankle was a black plastic bracelet, locked permanently into place. The woman hadn't been 
lying; Dave would be tagged for as long as they remained in the country. Resting his elbow on the table, David 
cradled his chin, staring at Dave. Reaching out, he took one of Dave's hands in his free hand and waited. 

And waited. 


And waited. 


He didn't know how long they were left in the room, as silent as ghosts. Hunger rose, and faded. The need for 


the bathroom rose, and faded. There were no clocks, no windows, just them. Feeling his eyes grow heavy, David 


returned to the table, still holding on to Dave as he began to drift off. 


wun 


The door was finally opened and the guards walked in, guns hanging from their shoulders, their luggage dangling 
from their hands. All of which was tossed at their feet. 


"Tests are clear," one of them grunted. "Time for you to go." 


Glaring at them, David got to his feet and helped Dave get up. The redhead slumped against before groaning 
and catching himself. Grabbing their luggage, David slung it around himself and offered Dave a shoulder to lean 
on. Growling at the guards, he followed in their wake, gently guiding his boyfriend with them. 


The entered the teeming arrivals hall, people from a thousand different nations coming and going, pushing and 
shoving, laden down with luggage. Handing them their papers, the guard nodded towards the doors in the 


distance. 
"Welcome to London. Enjoy your stay." 


David could think of a million things to say but decided to keep his mouth shut. The last thing he wanted was 
another run in with anyone who could make their new life any more difficult. Rearranging the bags on his 
shoulders, he nodded to the guards, took Dave's elbow and began to slowly move through the crowds. 


The sliding doors loomed before them and, at that moment, David had no idea where they were going. With his 
heart pounding, he stopped and looked around them, trying to get his bearings. Did they go straight down into 
the world's oldest subway system? Or go to central London? Who were they looking for? 


He could feel his vision swimming, the panic raw in his mind. Taking a deep breath, he gripped Dave harder and 
made for the doors. There was no way he losing him again, not in somewhere as sprawling as the airport. As 


they moved, his eyes flicked back and forth, looking for a sign, something to tell them where to go. 


Then, like a mirage, it appeared. Two people, a man and a woman, dressed in the same flowing patchwork clothes 
as the Hidden of New York. Long hair was tied around their shoulders and the woman carried a bunch of 


flowers. The man held a handwritten sign and David could have cried as he read it. 


David Ellefson 


Dave Mustaine 
Walking over to them, he felt his smile widen "Hi. I'm David Ellefson" 


The man returned the smile and extended his hand. David shook it. "I'm Paul. Do you mind if we check your 
papers? Just to verify who you are." 


Relieved, he shook his head and held out the envelope. "Not at all." 


While the papers were examined, the woman stepped forward and held out her hand. "And lim Michelle. This 


must be Dave?" 
Stroking his hand along Dave's arm, he nodded. "Yeah, they ran some tests on him. For the breeder program." 


The woman's face became lined with worry and she brushed strands of brown hair from her face. "I hate it 
when they do that. They do far more than they need to and it really messes with the person. But he'll 
recover. We'll get you settled in and you can stay with him while he recovers. We'll keep the breeding program 


away from him for that period." 


David felt himself smile and he reached out to embrace the smaller woman. She happily returned the gesture 
before handing him the flowers. "Welcome to London, gents. It's lovely to have you. You're welcome in our home 


for as long as you like." 
"Thank you." David sighed and felt his body go limp. "Just tired after all of this." 


She nodded and touched his shoulder. "| bet you are. Paul, you done with that yet? I've got two young men who 


could do with some tea, cake, and an early night" 


There was the sound of rustling paper and the envelope was handed back to him. "Yep, all done. They're who 
they say they are. Welcome to London Let's get you to your new home." 


wun 


The journey took them through the London Underground, a system far, far busier than New York's. People 
jostled and pushed, ignoring one another as they threw themselves on to packed trains, doors slamming shut on 
bags and limbs. Garbled announcements crackled over the PA. David remembered that Revere had said 
something about the Hidden controlling the system and, as he looked around himself, he saw them, all dressed 
in bright pink and purple uniforms, a far cry from the systems stark colours of red, white, blue, and black 
They stood on the platforms, dispatching trains. Wandered the stations, keeping everything in order. Or were at 
the front of the trains, making sure they got from A to B safely. They were everywhere, watching the 
system they so obviously loved 


They exited the train at a station and began to walk, Michelle explaining that they lived in the deep level 
tunnels scattered through the system. They were ones which had been dug for a number of reasons and 
subsequently abandoned. Walking through arched, echoing corridors, they finally reached a section which looked 
much like the modifications which had been made to the New York system. A large area was set out with 
tables and chairs, the smell of cooking drifting from some unseen place. Doors branched off from it and they 
were lead through one marked Sleeping Quarters. A narrow corridor was dotted with doors and they stopped 


before one, his and Dave's names printed on it in small, neat handwriting. 


Michelle smiled. "Welcome to your new home. You're welcome to join us for dinner. If you just want to rest, 


that's fine. Everything you need is in there." 


Wearily, David returned her smile. "Thank you. For all of this." 
"Not a problem. Now go and rest." 


The room was very much like the one they'd inhabited in London, except for the bed which was pushed against 
one wall. David nearly whooped with joy at the sight of it. There would be no more sleeping on the floor. They 
could curl up together and sleep away the horrors of the previous few hours. A table and chairs were against 
the opposite wall and a set of shelves and drawers sat at the end of the bed. Two doors lead off to the 
kitchen and wet room. A few books were stacked on the table and a clock hung over the table, it's ticking 


almost too loud in the small room. David glanced up at it. 
b|4pm. 


They'd been in the country nearly twelve hours. The adrenaline, fear and excitement of earlier was wearing off, 
the ache of his headache returning. Dumping their luggage on the floor, he sat Dave on the edge of the bed 
and tugged his clothes off, his boyfriend never once lifting a limb to help him. He didn't care what they looked 
like, nor what they smelled like. It was time to rest first. With Dave undressed, David took care of himself 
before lying Dave down Lying behind him, he wrapped an arm around Dave's waist, pulled the blankets over 


them and drifted off to sleep. 


Gone 


He was woken by the sound of someone moving around, followed by the light going on. Rolling over, David 
squinted in the bright light, head fuzzy and filled with sleep. The clock read 33lam yet, as he woke up, he 
realised his body still thought it was evening New York time. 

The bed beside him was empty and Dave was nowhere to be seen. Panicking, David hauled himself from the 
bed, dragging the blankets around his suddenly cold skin. The door to their room was shut and locked, evidence 
that his lover hadn't done a midnight flit. Checking the wet room, he shook his head, holding his hair back as he 
listened. 

The tiniest of sounds came from the kitchen and he breathed a sigh of relief. Dave leaned against the counter, 
a mug in one hand, the kettle on the boil. Walking in, he draped an arm around his boyfriend's waist and 
pressed a kiss to his bare shoulder. Dave looked down at him and gave him the barest of smiles, something 
which made David's heart sing. 

"Hey," he whispered. "Couldn't sleep?" 

Dave shook his head. "Nah. Too much going on" 


At least he was talking. David reached into one of the cupboards and pulled out a mug for himself, placing it 
beside the kettle. 


"Can you make me one as well?" 
"What's the magic word?" 
David chuckled. Dave was slowly returning, his sense of humour coming with it. 


Opening his eyes wide, he pouted from beneath his eyelashes. "Please. Can | have a cup of coffee as well, 


please?" 
Dave gave him a slow wink. "Anythin' for you." 
Kissing Dave's cheek, he gestured behind himself. "I'll be waiting for you." 


As he moved away, Dave stopped him with a hand on his wrist, a confused look on his face. "Never found out 


how you like your coffee." 


Running a finger down Dave's nose, David drew him closer, heart hammering as he gave him the barest of 
kisses. "I like my coffee like | like you. Hot, strong, and with a touch of sweetness.” 


He felt Dave gasp against his lips, a hand sliding along his spine and to the back of his head. "Creamer?" 

"Just a dash. Please." He trembled beneath Dave's grasp, their lips whispering against the other's. 

Dave deepened the kiss before pulling away. "Okay." 

Smiling, David made for the door. "Thank you.” 

Drawing out a seat, he sat at the table. Scratches covered the surface, an array of names and dates, telling 
the story of those who had come before them. Before they left, they would have to follow the tradition and 
etch their own names in to it, a mere memory to whoever would inhabit the room after them. Cocking his 
head, David read the titles of the books on the table. All of them were about self sufficiency and survival, 
looking after themselves and those close to them. He was about to take one from the pile when Dave walked in 


and placed the mugs on the table. Crashing in to the chair opposite, he groaned and rubbed his temples. 


Pulling his mug close, David frowned, examining the pin pricks on Dave's arms. They'd became nasty bruises, 
dark and threatening, winding their way from his wrists to the pits of his arms. 


"So what did they do to you?" He took a sip of his coffee and let out a low sigh of happiness. It was perfectly 
made, Dave's attention to detail shining through even in the darkest of hours. 


"Fuckin! everythin," Dave murmured. "Fuckin saliva, spunk, blood, endurance, stamina. You name it, they 


probably tested for it" 

"Diseases?" 

"Yeah, those too. How the fuck | got away clean | don't know" 

David felt his blood chill, although why he didn't know. Dave had to have slept around. No one would have kept 
him down and he no doubt got his own way more than once. Hazel eyes looked at him and they sparkled with 


mischief. 


"Don't worry yourself, Junior. When | find someone | like I'm with ‘em for life. It's normally them that do the 
dumping." 


Warming his hands on his coffee, David relaxed, feeling a little better. "So why do they dump you?" 


Dave shrugged. "Oh, you've seen me in action People don't always like that | take things to the extreme. Makes 
‘em uncomfortable. But you, you don't seem to care about that shit." 


"No, | don't" 


"Why?" 


Hunching down in the small, wooden seat, David contemplated his coffee. "Why should |? It's your life, you can 
live however the hell you want and if you want me along for the ride then you've got it. Dictating to a person 
what their personality should be like, or what actions they should take, does nothing for anyone. It only causes 
problems and the eventual break up of the relationship." 


Out of the corner of his eye he saw Dave raise an eyebrow. "You read a relationship manual or somethin'?" 


He grinned. "No. Just watched my parents. They're so different they're like chalk and cheese. But you couldn't 
think of anyone else together, you know? Sure, they have their arguments but they always make up. I'm not 


going anywhere, Dave. We'll probably have our disagreements, but we'll always work through them." 


Dave smiled and stretched across the table, hand brushing against David's. "Thanks, needed to hear that. 


Needed to hear that someone ain't going to kick me away because I've been an asshole." 


David shook his head. "No, I'm not going to do that. But." He sighed and returned to his coffee, taking another 
long drink. He could feel the caffeine beginning to work its way in to his veins, waking him up. "I've got to ask 


you a few questions. Do you mind?" 

"Depends what they're about" 

"About why we're here." 

There was a pause before Dave quietly replied, "Okay." 


"Why are we here? Is it to start a better life and a band? Or are you running from something more? | want 
to know, Dave. | want to know what's going on in your heart and your head. Want to know every last detail of 
your life. I'm not asking them out of spite, I'm asking them because | want to know where | stand in Dave 


Mustaine's grand life plan" 


Glancing up, he watched Dave pick at the table, his coffee all but ignored. David felt the cold return to him and 
he pulled the blankets tighter around himself. He hoped that Dave would understand, would listen to the 
underlying meaning of his words. He hoped that Dave wouldn't up and leave, wouldn't disappear deep into the 
system. Because, if he did, David knew he'd never find him again, and the thought filled him with dread. 


"Lets go and sit on the bed." Dave got up and grabbed his coffee, crashing on to the bed, back against the wall 


and knees drawn up. 


Joining him, David wrapped the blankets around them, curiously watching Dave. His lover didn't look at him. He 


just reached out and wrapped a bruised arm around David's shoulder, pulling him close. Laying his head on 


Dave's shoulder, he listened as his boyfriend began to talk. 


"| had a really shitty childhood. My father was a drunken bastard who chased us from town to town My 


family beat the shit out of me for being who | was. | lived in hand-me-downs. That can really fuck with a 
guy's self esteem. When | got out, | found the world was just the fuckin’ same. People using me for their own 
ends. Joined Metallica and got kicked out ‘cause they decided | was going to kill ‘erm all.” 


The pain was evident in Dave's voice and it hurt David to hear it. Slipping his free hand around Dave's waist, he 


gently stroked his ribs, cooing quietly. 


Dave took a deep breath and continued, "I hated everyone. No one wanted me. No one cared for me. | was just 
the bastard red-haired fuckin step child. | should have killed myself but even then no one would have fuckin’ 
cared. I'd have been another John Doe. Another unclaimed body. What was the fuckin’ point?" David heard him 
cough before he srivelled. "I didn't want anyone ‘cause they'd have only done the same to me. Would only have 
kicked me away. You asked why we decided to come here instead of stay in NY or go to LA. ‘cause | wanted as 
far away from them as possible. | want to do somethin’ and show them that | mean fuckin’ business. Sure, | 
was headin’ for LA when | met you but that all changed. All changed-" He took another deep, shuddering 
breath. "cause suddenly | had someone to look after. Someone who didn't judge me. Someone who wasn't gonna 
kick me away. Someone who wasn't gonna use me and abuse me. An‘ | wanted to do the best for them. Wanted 
to give them everythin’ I'd never had. So when you suggested we head to London to get away from everythin’ 


and start the band, | jumped at the chance ‘cause I'd found someone |'d follow into Hell." 


David heard the tears come, Dave's body shaking. Putting his coffee down, he sat on his knees, watching as 
Dave buried his head in his hands, shoulders rising and falling. His heart broke and he held Dave close, his own 
tears coming. Such beautiful words, spoken by someone he'd once thought didn't have the capacity to live, let 
alone love. The previous weeks flashed through his mind. He could see the forest, the gun against his shoulder, 
tracking as the flame haired man had bolted through the trees. He could feel the excitement which had roared 
through him, the prospect of meat making his mouth water. Then he was there, standing over the man, the 
gun aimed at his head, snarling as he verbally abused him, told him that forgiveness wasn't on the cards, that 
he'd been sent out to do nothing more than become his next meal. 


How it had changed, in the flicker of an eye. When Dave's eyes had locked on to his, the stench of his fear and 
piss ripe in the air, something had flashed between them. Something which had made David lower the gun, the 
adrenaline draining to nothing as he'd ushered Dave into the trees and then to his home. A friendship had 
blossomed, lasting a matter of hours before their hearts and minds spoke to one another. David had thought it 
had been desperation on his own part, the years of keeping himself a secret finally exploding. But it hadn't been. 
It had been something far, far more than desperation Something he'd finally discovered was love. 


wvunu 


True to their word, the Mitchels left them for a few days, allowing them to rest, settle, confess, and discover. 
Never had David felt so loved. Together, they told each other everything, old wounds healing beneath a 


barrage of gentle kisses and soft touches. It was peaceful and perfect. 


Then the knock came, Michele standing on the other side of the door. She looked exhausted. "I'm sorry. I've held 


them off for as long as | can. They're here for Dave." 


David felt his heart drop, and he swung around to look at the bed. Dave sat huddled on it, a book on his knees, 


coffee beside him. Slowly he rose and drew a threadbare coat around himself. He stopped to kiss David's head. 
"ll be back, okay?" 

David nodded, the lump growing in his throat. "Take care, okay?" 

His hair was ruffled. "I will" 


Taking deep breaths, he wrapped his hands around Dave's neck and kissed him, happiness briefly flaring as Dave 


returned it. 

"Love you," he murmured. 

Dave gave him his lopsided smile. "Love you too as well, Junior. Don't do anything stupid." 
He managed to chuckle. "I won't." 


He pulled away and stepped out of the door, nodding to Michele as he did. From the corridor, David heard a 


male voice. 


"David Scott Mustaine, we are from the UK branch of the Worldwide Re-population Program. This program 
was established so that in times of crisis the country can regain its population You have been selected to take 
part in this program. You will be required to spend twenty four hours with us once a week. We will come and 
collect you when your twenty four hours begin Should you leave during these hours, you will be shot. If you 
leave the program without proper authorisation, you will be shot. Your residency in the UK depends on your 


participation in the program. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, sir," Dave mumbled. 

"We shall leave now." 

Crashing against the wall, David shoved his hand into his mouth, biting down to prevent the howls of pain which 
threatened to rip through him. The sound of three people leaving echoed down the corridor and David slumped 


to the floor, head against his legs, body shaking as he sobbed. 


A hand against his knee drew him from the agony of grief. Lifting his sore eyes, he looked at Michele. Her face 


mirrored his own grief, forehead furrowed. 
"Come with me, David. I'll find something to take your mind off of it." 


He choked and shook his head, words coming out in a garbled mess of gurgles and coughs. 


"I know," she coved, stroking his knee. "I know. But come with me anyway. At least to get out of here." She gave 
him a small, tight smile. "Your visa says that you lived and worked on a farm and spent a lot of time working 


with your parents. How are you in the kitchen?" 


Michele's diversion techniques were second to none. David couldn't fault her on that and he suspected that she 
had seen many people go through the same things. Rather than leave them to scream and rot, she had 


devised ways to take the remaining partner's mind away from it. 


Still sniffling, he took her hand and let himself be lead from the room. 


The Relationship Fairy 


The kitchen was spotless, and huge. Steel machines and work surfaces lined every wall. 

"We feed up to five hundred people a day, including the homeless." A fabric apron was draped around his neck 
and tied in the small of his back. "food's pretty basic but it's nutritionally balanced and that's all that matters. 
The government give us so much money to feed people. Saves them having to do. Not that they do much 
other than penalise the poor, dying, and disabled." 

David felt himself smile a little. "You're anti-asshole as well, right?" 

Michele grinned at him. "You bet | am." She gestured to a fridge. "There's vegetables in there. Could you please 
peel and chop them for me?" She gestured to a machine. "You can peel them in that. Turn on the water, turn 
on the power and dump them in. They'll shoot out in to the sink when they're done." 

Doing as he was told, David carried string bags of potatoes and carrots to the work surface. The water began 
to pour into the machine and, when he flicked on the power, it made a heavy rumbling sound. Tipping in the 
potatoes, he closed the lid, listening to the racing around the machine. 

"David," Michele called over the noise. 

Grunting, he turned to look at her. 


"Do you want someone to keep you company while Dave is away?" 


Blushing, he shook his head, hair hiding his eyes. Hair which was swept away from his face. Michele smiled at 
him. "He's your first love, isn't he?" 


His blush deepened and he mumbled a positive reply. 

"lm a mother, | can tell these kinds of things. And | have a litter of kittens who need someone to look after 
them. They're two weeks old and, as much as | love them, | can't get any sleep with them around. Would you, 
for me, please?" 

Biting his lower lip, David nodded. He missed his own cats, the ones who roamed the farm and ate everything in 
sight. The night he'd slept with Dave was the first night they hadn't slept beside him in over six years. It was 
almost if they had sensed that he'd needed the space and had made their nest somewhere else. 


"Yeah," he murmured. "I'll look after them for as long as you need me to." 


"Wonderful. | could tell you were a cat person from the moment | laid eyes on you." Putting her hands on her 


hips, she looked at the kitchen. "Right, young man, let's get cooking." 


They peeled and chopped and basted. They made cakes and tarts and the best roast chicken David had ever 
tasted. As the day wore on, he found himself laughing at Michele's stories and jokes. He even found himself 
dancing with her to the cheesy songs which played on the radio. It didn't stop the pain of what he was feeling, 
but it certainly helped. 


Finally a team of volunteers arrived, ready to serve the food. Dusting herself off, Michele nodded to the door. 


"Come on, our work's done now. Time to sit down and get something to eat." 


She guided him to a table in the back of the large dining area, eyes scanning the lines of people who were 
arriving. She gestured for David to sit before taking a seat herself. 


"I want to talk to you about what'll be happening to Dave." 
He frowned. "Do | really want to hear it?" 
She sighed and nodded. "It'll help you to deal with it. | promise.” 


A young man with light hair and a barely there beard placed two glasses of water before them, gave them a 


smile, and left. 


Michele toyed with her glass before continuing, "They'll most likely give him drugs to increase his stamina and 
sperm count so he may not be.. all there when he returns. He'll be locked in a room for the entire time and 
not allowed to leave. Over the course of his time, he'll have to service a number of women so he'll be tired. 
Don't be surprised if he's snappy and irritated. Let him rest. You can always come and work with me if he 
needs space. Most importantly, give him the support he'll want. The breeding program isn't pleasant and 
chances are it'll really mess with him." 


Plates of steaming food arrived and David looked despondently at his. Suddenly he didn't feel hungry but he still 
picked up the fork and speared a carrot. All around them people sat and ate, talking about their days, or 
discussing the latest projects to get the country back to its original normality. 


"Is there anyway to, you know, get him out of the program?" he asked. 


"Yes, we have plans. We've done it before and it's fairly simple. Thankfully those at the breeding program 
aren't that smart and if a breeder dies they just brush it under the carpet" 


David felt his eyes go wide, the carrot suddenly tasting like sandpaper. "You'll kill him?" 


She laughed, a happy and accepting sound, and she playfully swatted his arm. "No, silly! We'll fake it. You're in 
the London Underground and we have a lot of two things down down here - tracks and electricity. Deaths on 
the tracks are unfortunate side effects of the system. But it won't be hard to fake Dave's death on them. All 


we do is cut his ankle bracelet off and leave it on the tracks of a busy station Their computers show where 


he is and, when we submit the photographs and the death certificate, they take it that he's dead" 
"Photos?" David raised an eyebrow. 


Michele gave him a conspiratorial grin. "Late at night, when the power's off, we'll make Dave up to look as 
though he's been hit by a train, get him onto the tracks and take the images. A train hitting a person isn't a 
pretty sight and limbs are mangled during the crash, so we take close ups, normally of the face and a bloodied 
arm or leg. We fake a death certificate and he gets to walk away." 


"But what about the cameras?" 


"We control those as well, so don't you worry. We need to give it a few weeks before we do it. If we do it now, 
they'll grow suspicious. They're stupid but not that stupid" She reached out and touched his hand. "Stay 
strong, David. Not just for him, but yourself as well. We've dealt with many people in the situation you and 


Dave are in and we're here to help." 
David felt the warmth of acceptance flood through him. "Thank you." 


Michele smiled. "You're welcome." 


At Michele's insistence, he managed to finish his meal and returned to his room. It was empty, the coldness of 
loneliness hanging over it. He hadn't been back ten minutes when there was a knock at the door. Opening it, he 


smiled. 


Michele held up a metal travel basket, soft mewls coming from it. "One Mummy cat and five little ones. She's 
called Sophie, and we haven't named the kittens yet so feel free to name them." Handing it to him, she picked 
up a cardboard box and walked in. "Bed, kitten milk for if you need it, litter and litter box, bowls and food. Have 
a good a night as you can, okay? And just come and find me if you need anything.” 


"Where-" 


Michele finished for him. "Where are we? Straight out of here, across the dining area and through the door 
marked Sleeping Quarters 2" 


He hugged the basket close. "Thank you." 


She smiled and ruffled his hair. "Quit saying thank you. You're welcome, and you know that. I'll have you chained 
in that kitchen soon" She winked and he returned her smile. "I'll see you later, David. Try and get some rest." 


She left, shutting the door quietly behind her. Placing the basket to one side, he unpacked the box, placing the 
bowls and litter tray beside the kitchen door. In the bottom of the box was another one, neatly gift wrapped 


with hand decorated brown paper. Frowning, he took it out and read the note attached to the top. 


A hitte something to make life easier for the two of you. You might find that the cooling gel helps Dave. All my 
love, 


The Relationship Fairy. 


Peeling away the paper, he opened the box and laughed. Inside were several bars of chocolate, some condoms, a 
bottle of thick, scented massage oil, the promised bottle of cooling gel, and two tubes of lube. Everything they 
needed to relax after Dave's days at the breeding program. 


Sitting on the bed, he took a deep breath and opened the basket. Six pairs of eyes, five only just opened, looked 
out at him. Placing it on the bed, he whistled softly, encouraging them out. Five balls of fluff slowly stumbled 
out, followed by Sophie, a grey tabby. Sitting beside him, Sophie looked up at him, an almost smug look on her 
face. It was a look which said, Look what | made. Can you make something Ike that, human? Smiling, he scratched 
her ears, a flame of happiness igniting as she pushed her head into his hand. 
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He'd managed to shower and get changed before crawling into bed. Lying on his back, he cradled the kittens on 
his chest, gently pushing them back whenever they threatened to take a downwards trip. The five were a 
rainbow of different colours; one all black, one ginger, one tabby, one all white, and one grey and white one. 
They grey and white one had a strange face, as though its jaw hadn't properly formed, giving it an almost 
grumpy expression. IT was, David had decided, the runt of the litter and, if he was allowed to keep one, that 
would one would be it. While he kitten-sat, Sophie was taking a well earned rest. He'd placed the cat bed beside 
his so that she could jump up if needed. Just like his own cats, the newborns wanted all the attention, 
squeaking and chasing his fingers, nipping his nose, and giving him tiny, baby headbutts. The tiny creatures 
made him happy, and gave him a purpose. He could wait for Dave, but at least he had something to take his 
mind off it. 


Yawning, he glanced at the clock, realising how tired he was, his day in the kitchen having exhausted him. 
55pm. 

Dave had left Yam and David assumed he would return around the same time. 

"Kitties, can | get some sleep?" 

A tiny chorus of squeaks filled the air and he caught two as they began to slither towards the mattress. 
"Okay, five more minutes. Five more minutes and then you're going to bed. Okay? No staying up past your 
bedtime. Your Mom will get mad if you stay out late and | don't wanna be in trouble with her. She looks like 


she could pack a mean punch." 


Mentally he'd already named them, giving them names completely out of place with their home below ground. 


The white one had become Snowball, while the black one, after a quick sex check to make sure it was male 
because the name didn't seem to fit a girl, was Alchemy, named for his love of the Alchemy Gothic brand. The 
tabby he'd named Sam, and the grey and white one was now Grumps. The name made him smile as he 
remembered his mother. 

‘Got your grump on?" she'd ask whenever he looked pissed 

"Yeah, wore it just for you," he'd reply, often with a small smile. 


The ginger one, well there was only one name he could give it, so he'd called it Dave. 


Got My Grump On 


A scratching on his nose woke him and he opened his eyes to find Grumps chewing at his nose. 
"Cats! Shit!" 


He must have fallen asleep, the kittens still with him. Feeling around himself, he began to panic at the lack of 
tiny bodies. Something warm banging against his head made him look. 


Sophie had jumped up and, ever so carefully, she grasped Grumps in her jaws and backed off. Peering over the 
edge of the bed, he saw five little balls of fur in the bed and he breathed a sigh of relief. 


"Thanks, Mom. And sorry for falling asleep on shift.” 
She purred loudly and batted his hand, almost as if to gently chastise him for ignoring his duties. Smiling, he 


stroked her before getting up and padding around the room, refilling the food and water bowls and checking the 
litter tray. 
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With a coffee in one hand, he sat cross legged beside the cat bed, tickling tummies, righting cats, and letting 
his fingers be nibbled. So small, yet they brought so much happiness. The perfect anti-depressant. 


A scrabbling at the door caught his attention and his blood ran hot and cold. 

Dave. 

Putting the coffee down, he picked up the cat basket and made for the kitchen, calling Sophie as he did. 
"Junior?! Junior, unlock the door!" 

"Yeah, yeah, lm comin!" he called in reply. 


Stowing the kittens in the kitchen, he shooed in a confused Sophie and collected the bowls and litter tray. If 
Dave was as agitated as Michele said he may be then he didn't want the cats to be in the potential line of fire. 


A fist hammered at the door. "Junior! | know you're in there. Open the fuckin door, you little bitch!" 


The words were a cold stab to his heart and, closing the kitchen door, he unlocked the main one and glared at 


the figure beyond it. 


His hair was a mess, stringy and tangled, and his eyes were wide and bloodshot, the pupils dilated. He twitched, 


skin bruised and sweaty, nostrils flaring as he took deep, laboured breaths, obviously still riding out whatever 
coursed through his system. 


David slammed the door as Dave barged past. Leaning against it, he did his best to contain the anger which 
was rising. He knew that Dave was probably tired and in pain, probably agitated by everything which was 
happening. But it was still no reason so take his anger out on David. Across the room, Dave stared at the 
opposite wall, back to David, hands clenching and unclenching. A dark, unsettled feeling ran through the room, 


rising the hairs on David's neck. 


But he wasn't going to leave, wasn't go to walk out. He'd promised Dave to remain by his side. He wouldn't be 


another of those to kick him away because of his issues. 
"Take your clothes off," Dave hissed. 
With his heart racing, David ground his teeth together. "I'm sorry?" 


Dave whirled on him, hair flaring behind him, eyes lit with the fires of hell itself. His erection strained against 


his jeans and he slowly closed on David. 
"| said, take your clothes off." 
He shook his head. "No." 


The anger was there, Dave's dark side rising, but David refused to back down. He'd ride the storm, and put his 
boyfriend in his place. Demands were not to be met with kindness. 


Dave closed on him, one slow step at a time, and David wrapped his hand around the doorknob. Not for him to 
escape, but to put Dave out. If he was going to behave like an animal, then he'd be treated like one, drug come 
down or not. 


"Do as | say." 


Brushing hair from his eyes, David stood tall, raising his chin and daring Dave to do his worst. A strange 
serenity settled over him, a soothing, quiet calm. "And | said no." 


Dave's top lip curled back into the familiar sneer and a hand reached out for him. In a flash, David grabbed it 
and swung Dave around, slamming him face first into the wall and pressing himself against his boyfriend's back. 
Grabbing a handful of red hair, he pulled Dave's head back. 

"You do not treat me like that. Do you understand?" 


Dave chuckled. "Yeah, | can. Can treat you however | want, Joo-ne-ah." 


Slamming a knee into Dave's back, he pulled hard on his hair, strands snapping between his fingers, Dave 
howling beneath his onslaught. He could feel his own anger, red raw and hot, scalding through him. He felt 
scorned and betrayed, yet he knew he had to keep it together, had to remind himself that Dave was going 
through something akin to Hell, something he'd hopefully never have to see. 


"If you ever touch me in anger, I'll kick your ass. Do you understand?" 
Dave nodded. 


As much as he hated to admit it, David meant it. He didn't want any of his traits to be perceived as 
weaknesses and if it ever meant showing a but of force, then so be it. Better to know where they stood now 


than years down the line. 


"Look, | know you're coming down from whatever they've given you and that you feel like crap, but it's still no 


reason to treat me like shit. Now, if you calm down I'll give you what | want" 


Lowering his knee, he took a deep breath and, keeping hold of Dave's hair, eased himself back. Dave remained 
pressed to the wall, breathing heavily. Loosening his hold on the fiery strands, he used his free hand to gently 
stroke Dave's head. Over and over he repeated the simple motion. Still Dave didn't move but, gradually, he 
began to relax. With him, David felt himself sag, the adrenaline of the moment disappearing. 


"Okay," he whispered, hand still moving over the limp, lank hair. "I'm gonna let you go in a second. I'm going to 
take you to the bed and help you get comfortable. You're not going to hit me and you're not going to say 
anything nasty. Do you understand?" 


Dave grunted but didn't move. Slowly he backed away, hands falling from Dave. His boyfriend remained where 
he was, body once more trembling. Sliding a hand along Dave's shoulder, he stroked along his arm and gently 

took his hand. Fingers curled around his and David allowed himself to relax a little more. The worst seemed to 
be over. He only hoped that Dave wouldn't return in the same state every time he went to wherever he had 


to go. 

"Come on," he said softly. "Lets go to bed." 

Walking backwards, he lead Dave the few steps to their resting place. His eyes rode over his boyfriend's body, 
taking in the painful looking erection Whatever they'd given him was obviously driving him crazy, pushing him 
to the brink of rape to get rid of the effects of the drugs. 

Sitting Dave on the edge of the bed, he slowly began to undress him, using gentle touches as he did. 


‘| love you," he murmured as he pulled off the battered sneakers. 


With every item of clothing, he repeated the three little words, hoping to work his way beneath the drugs and 
back to Dave's heart. 


/ love you. 
/ love you. 


/ love you. 


Finally a pile of clothes lay beside the bed, Dave naked and trembling, fists still clenched tight. Sitting back on 
his heels, David looked at his boyfriend, taking in the welts and scratches. Dave's eyes were downcast and, even 
when David touched his knee, he refused to look up. 


He had no idea how Dave was feeling, no idea what the hours of being locked up in a room had done to him. 


And it pained him, his soul shattering at not knowing how to reach out and heal the wounds. 
Pressing a kiss to Dave's thigh, he whispered, "I love you." 


Kissing his flank, David repeated the words. As his lips reached Dave's ribs, fingers stroked through his hair 
and he turned his gaze to Dave's. 


Hazel eyes were still black with widened pupils. Cracked lips still drew in deep, shuddering breaths. Skin stil 
rippled with an unseen electricity, muscles twitching. His cock was still hard, and red raw. Uncomfortable 


probably didn't go half way to describing how Dave felt. 
"Still wanna get rough?" he softly asked, 
Dave nodded. 


With a small smirk, David stood and brushed his fingers against Dave's "Let's do it in the wet room then. Sex 


and a shower. Can't beat that." 
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Sitting against the wall of the wet room, he wrapped himself around Dave, face buried in his hair and nails 
raking down his back. Warm water spilled around them in a never ending rainfall, the soap long forgotten. Dave's 
thrusts were short and rough, his teeth snapping at David's ear. The frustration and pain was evident, Dave's 
moans more from pain then pleasure. Whatever the redhead had been put through was pure Hell and he took 
out through their joining. While his heart ached for Dave's pain, the pleasure only blossomed, the speed of the 
moment making him shiver, his cock hard against his stomach. He wanted to wrap his hand around it, wanted 


to jerk off, wanted to feel everything which lay below the surface of Dave's annoyance. 
Sinking his teeth into Dave's shoulder, David let out a low growl. "Not gonna last much longer" 


He felt Dave nod, wet hair brushing against their damp, silken skin. The mixture of water, soap, and sex was 


divine, taking him to another place. 


Sliding his hands along Dave's back, he sank his fingers into the swell of his ass. "Harder!" 


Dave's body shook, hunching over as he tucked his head against David's shoulder. One hand was pressed to the 
wall, the other clutching David's hip. Sharp fingernails scratched at his skin, making him howl. The pain flared 
through him, only adding to luscious feelings which flowed through him. Resting his chin against Dave's head, 


David wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking in time to the harsh movements. 


Shivering, he let out a deep groan, body tightening around Dave as his climax washed over him. Dave didn't 
stop, hips violently rocking as he rode himself toward his own orgasm. Closing his eyes, David held on to him, 


whispering quiet words of encouragement. 


Several long moments passed, and Dave's rocking intensified, becoming painful and uncomfortable. Loosening his 


grip, he ran a hand down Dave's hair and across his shoulders. 
"Dave?" 


Nothing. The redhead's panting grew louder, his grip on David tightening. Confusion raced through him, the 
water doing nothing to warm his suddenly chilled body. 


"Dave?" 


He was ignored, fingers tightening around him. Pain bolted through him as Dave's thrusts became harder and 


more violent, animalistic growls and groans ricocheting from the wet room walls. Letting out a pained cry, he 


grabbed a handful of red hair and yanked. 
Nothing. 
Another flash of pain, stars bursting behind his eyes. Another low growl, teeth sinking in to his flesh. 


"Fuck it! Dave!" Heaving his boyfriend's head away from his shoulder, he stared in to darkened eyes, eyes which 
refused to focus and acknowledge him. Eyes which were haunted with a millennia of pain 


The pain burned through him, threatening to tear him apart, Dave refusing to listen. All that his brain seemed 
to be focused on was the end, an ending which would carry him away from whatever screamed through his 
soul. But it came with a price tag; the agony and desperation of a lover who had no idea what was happening 
and had no way to make himself heard. 


Holding on to Dave's hair, David stared into his face. Completely and utterly emotionless, Dave continued, hips 
rocking, burying himself deeper and deeper into his unwilling lover. 


Unwinding a leg, he pressed it against Dave's stomach, took a deep breath, and kicked him away. Skidding across 
the floor, his boyfriend slammed in to the wall, and curled in on himself. Amid the sound of falling water, David 
heard a low whine, the sound of the beaten. Moving to get to his hands and knees, David looked down, only To 


see that the water around him was splattered with red. Leaning against the wall, he stared at it, watching as it 
swirled away, dissipating in the water. Like the water, emotions swirled through him, anger, hate, pain, 


disillusionment rising and falling. He didn't know what to do or what to think. 
Looking at his groaning boyfriend, he shook his head. "Dave, Dave, Dave. What are we gonna do with you?" 


His only reply was a rasping, guttural sound. Rising to his knees, David slithered across the bathroom floor and 
draped an arm over the redhead's shoulders, resting his head against Dave's. He felt hurt at what had 
happened but knew that Dave had meant what he had said. Meant that he would care for and protect David, 
never leave him, and never let him down. He just had to keep telling himself that it was the after effects of 
what Dave was being forced through that was causing the outbursts. David only hoped that they wouldn't 


become regular events. 


wvunu 


Smooth, oil slicked hands slid over his back and shoulders, the scent of a summer's day filling the air around 
them. Lying on his front, his head buried in the pillow, David purred softly. After the incident in the bathroom, 
the incident which had left him bleeding, it felt good to be touched so gently. 


He knew that Dave hadn't meant it. Hadn't intended to be as rough as he had. Thankfully the drugs seemed to 
be wearing off, the effects drifting away with every sweep of his hands. Strong thumbs hooked under his 
shoulders, sweeping beneath his shoulder blades and down his spine. 


"Yeah," David quietly mused. "That feels good." 

If there was one thing he'd learned from his parents, it was to be encouraging, especially in the wake of 
something bad. Whether you'd been yelled at, beaten, or ignored, it was important to follow it up with love and 
kind words. 

Another drop of oil was poured into the dip of his back, Dave letting his hands glide over the swell of David's 
buttocks. David could feel his body relaxing, toes curling as fingers slid from his buttocks and to his legs, their 
magic beginning to take hold. 


"You're good," he purred, eyes getting heavy. "Really good. You should do this professionally.” 


Dave didn't say anything. He hadn't spoken since David had put him in his place, and he assumed that the 


massage was Dave's way of apologising. 


Slick fingers ghosted down his ribs, making him chuckle and squirm. When they tapped his hip, David peered 
over his shoulder. 


"What?" 


They tapped again, Dave's hair hiding his face. 
“Turn over?" 


The mess of damp hair moved in something akin to a nod. Rolling on to his back, David watched the figure, 
trying to work out what was going on. Hurt? Shame? Anger? Whatever it was, the silence was slightly 
unnerving but not unexpected. The outbursts he'd seen had often been followed by periods of contemplative 


silence, ones which ended when Dave decided it was okay to apologise. 


Cool oil was dribbled on to his stomach, pooling in the dips and making David gasp. The chill disappeared as Dave 
ran his hands through the scented liquid, spreading it up and over his chest. He could barely keep his eyes 
open as Dave worked an unknown magic on him, fingers gently brushing over his skin and making him shiver. 
Through the gentle motions, he could almost hear Dave's voice telling him that he was sorry and that he loved 


him. 


His eyes fell shut, head tilted back as the previous, fraught, weeks were eased from his muscles. Dave's hands 
travelled ever lower, brushing over his hips and dipping between his legs, the satiny smoothness of the oil 
moving with them. David didn't want it to happen, but it did, his cock beginning to throb in response to the 
heady feelings which lifted him from the tunnels. 


Raising a leg, he tried to think away his arousal, but to no avail. The heat rushed to his groin, only spurred on 


when Dave pressed a kiss to his growing erection 
"Oh, Dave.." 


The tip of his boyfriend's tongue traced a wet line from his balls to the tip of his cock, gently lapping away 
the pre-come. Running his hand through Dave's hair, he arched his back from the bed, groaning and pushing 
his lover's mouth closer. Instead, fingers wrapped around his wrist, guiding his hand to his cock. Closing his 
fingers around his erection, David slowly began to stroke. Dave's hands returned to his skin, kneading and 
massaging, sending shivers shooting across him. Barely able to keep his eyes open, he watched Dave, watched 
as his hands wrapped around one of his strong thighs, tempting the muscles to relax. He wanted to stop the 
assault on his cock but the pleasure only continued to rise, fuelled by the hundreds of sensitive spots Dave 
was finding. Places on his body which, when touched, made him gasp, whimper, and beg for more. Made him 


want to hand his life over to Dave. 


A hand cradled his balls, making David groan. Gently they squeezed, rolling his balls against the palm of the 
hand, before the fingers slid further between his legs. A finger pressed to his entrance and he instinctively 
lifted his hips, shivering as a slight pressure was added to the mix. 


And suddenly Dave was beside him, stretched along the bed, head resting on David's chest, eyes turned 
towards his groin. Oil slicked hands rode over his stomach, tips of fingers just dusting against the head of his 
cock. Spurred on, he tightened his hand and furiously stroked, giving in to the feelings which threatened to 
drown him. Kisses joined the wandering hands, soft smudges of lips against his naked chest: 


Bracing his feet against the bed, David gave himself one last, firm, stoke. Burying his head back into the pillow, 
he came, body shaking, the balled up energy finally breaking. His hand still worked at his cock, drawing out 


every last second of pleasure. 


As he sank back to the bed, Dave slithered away from him. Resting his chin on David's hip, he stared up at 


him, hazel eyes finally returning to something close to normal. Smiling, David ruffled the mess of red hair. 
"Hey." 
Dave just smiled and shifted himself, his tongue slowly beginning to lap up David's come. Eyes rolling back into 


his head, David groaned and stroked a hand along Dave's hair. All was well again At least as well as it could be 


when the world around them had gone completely mad. 


Shame On Me 


"So, how was it, the breeding program?" Placing two mugs of coffee on the table, David propped the kitchen 
door open with a foot and grabbed the plate of pancakes. Putting the plate between them, he sat opposite 


Dave. 


Dave dragged a mug closer to him, eyes on the table, hands wrapped around the warm porcelain. "Fuckin' 


awful." 

Snickering, David took a sip of his coffee. "Yeah, you were fuckin’ alright" 

Dave raised his head, an eyebrow arching and David held up a hand in surrender. 

"Bad joke, | know. Sorry." 

"s alright" Dave sighed. "Not ready to really think about it” 

"That's okay." Reaching across the table, he stroked Dave's hand. "I'm always here if you need to talk, okay?" 
Dave gave him a non-committed shrug. "Thanks." 

Grabbing a couple of plates and forks, he put a small pile of pancakes in front of Dave, before grabbing some 
for himself. Tucking in, he stared at Dave between mouthfuls of coffee and food, trying to work out what was 
going on inside of him. All Dave did was stare at the table, hair hiding his face. It was still unbrushed, a tangled 
mess of gold and orange, no doubt matching the turmoil in Dave's head. He wanted to ask, wanted to see if he 


could get beyond the barriers Dave had put up around himself. 


Warm fur brushed against his bare legs and, looking down, he smiled. "Hey, Sophie. Who's that you've got with 


you?" 


Leaning down, he held out a hand, waiting until the grey and white ball of fur had been carefully placed in his 


palm. Cradling Grumps close, he sat up, fingers running over the kitten's tiny head. 

"Yeah, about that," Dave mumbled. "Why have we got cats?" 

"Michele asked me to look after them while you were away. Give me something to do." 

Again Sophie rubbed against his legs, and David grinned as she placed an orange ball of fur into his free hand. 
"Well, hello, Dave. Did you sleep well?" 


From the corner of his eye, he saw Dave's head shoot up. The kitten's tiny eyes struggled to open and it gave 


a tiny mewl. 
"You named a cat after me?" 


Placing the kittens on the table, he gently ran his fingers down the ginger one's back. "Yeah. Got a problem with 
it?" 


"Yeah, it's a cat. Named after me." 


David chuckled, one hand reaching out to scoop up an escaping Grumps. "Ah, don't be so grumpy. Actually." He 
grinned and placed the little grey and white cat in front of Dave. "You can look after Grumps for a bit" 


Dave's eyebrow again arched, his mouth disappearing into a thin line. "Hate cats. Fuckin’ horrible creatures." 
‘No they're not. They're defenseless at the moment. Not going to cause you any harm." 

He watched as Dave eyed the staggering kitten suspiciously. "Why's it called Grumps?" 

"Take a look" 


Dave moved to pick up the tiny animal, holding it in the palm of his hand. He tilted his head from side to side, 


examining the cat. "It's got a funny jaw," he finally commented. 


"Yeah." David tickled the little orange cat. "Birth defect. But he's eating so its obviously not causing him too 


many problems. Thought we could adopt him when he was old enough." 

Peering up from beneath his hair, Dave gave him a skeptical look. "Really, now?" 

David grinned. "Yes, really. Would be nice to have an animal around the place." 

"And what if we move?" 

He shrugged. "Grumps goes with us. Cat's are versatile. Wherever we are, the cat will adapt." 

Dave continued to look at the tiny cat. Eventually he clasped it to his chest, thumb carefully stroking the small 
head. David felt his heart warm. Perhaps the cats would help him come out of his self imposed shell. Slowly 
the tension seemed to melt from Dave's shoulders, his head slumping forward as he held the kitten close. 
David wished he had a camera to capture the moment. 

Finally he held the kitten out and David carefully retrieved it, placing it next to the ginger one. Cupping his 


hands around them, he studied his boyfriend. Docile eyes looked at him, Dave almost swaying in his seat. 
Leaning back, he patted his lap. "Come here, Junior." 


Picking up the kittens, he returned them to the bed in the kitchen, giving Sophie a quick head scratch as he 
checked the bowls. All were full, although the litter tray looked as though it needed a clean He smiled and 
picked her up, feeling her rumbling purrs vibrate through his body. 

"ll come clean up in a bit, okay? Got to look after the daddy cat first" 

Her purrs just got deeper and it was though she understood all that he was saying. Understood that she and 


her brood were there to help mend a fragile, newly born relationship. Giving her head a kiss, he let her hop to 


the floor. 

Closing the kitchen door, he placed his hands on Dave's shoulders and straddled his lap. Hands came to rest in 
the small of his back, nose nudging the hair from his shoulder. Lips found his throat, softly kissing, following 
the curve to his ear. Linking his arms around Dave's neck, he gave in, head tilting to one side as the kisses 
became more insistent. The hem of his shirt was lifted, Dave's warm hands sliding beneath it and tracing the 
contours of his back He shivered beneath the fingers, his hands stroking over Dave's hair. 

"Sorry" 

Bending a head, he pressed a kiss to Dave's head. "What for?" 

"Yesterday." 

"Its okay. You're going through a lot right now." 

Dave stopped the kisses and sighed, face buried against David's shoulder. "s not okay. Not okay that | wanna 
attack you." Dave's arms tightened around him, holding him in a tight embrace. "I'm supposed to protect you, 
not hurt you. I'm your fuckin boyfriend for fuck's sake. And if | can't control myself around you then maybe 
we shouldn't be together." 

A chilly swept through David and he tightened his own hold on Dave. "No, we're going to split up because of 
that. I'm not gonna let you go anywhere. We'll work our way through it, don't you worry. If | have to kick your 
ass, | will. And once I've done that, I'll take you to bed and make you feel like a million dollars.’ 

"Promise?" 

"Yeah, Dave, | promise." 

He felt Dave huff against his neck. "Wanna go to bed now?" 


Squirming against Dave's lap, he chuckled. "Yeah, | wanna go to bed. Give me one good reason why | shouldn't" 


"l'm a potential rapist." 


The words were a cold bolt to his heart and he sat upright. Tugging on Dave's hair, he pulled his boyfriend's 
head away from his shoulder and cupped his chin, determined to hold the redhead's gaze. 


"You are not a rapist, Dave. And I'm not gonna let you take advantage of me. | can stand up for myself. If you 
think you're going to walk all over me, then you're not. I'll let you know if what you're doing is wrong. Do you 
understand?" 

For a moment they sat still, staring at one another. The chill rippled over his skin as he searched Dave's eyes. 
Deep down, he knew that Dave had the potential to turn nasty. He'd seen it happen. But he had to trust that, if 
such a thing happened, then he'd be able to defend himself and calm Dave down. Because God only knew what 


they were pumping into his veins and what the long term effect of them would be. 


With a sigh, Dave nodded. "But you gotta promise me, Junior, that if | turn nasty, you let me have it with both 


barrels." 


David chuckled and leaned down to kiss Dave's nose. "I would, but unfortunately | had to leave the rifle behind" 


He winked. "Perhaps | can get another one?" 


A smile began to tickle at Dave's lips and he gave him the barest of kisses. "Come on. You promised me bed 


and | want to take you up on that offer.” 
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Naked, they lay tangled on the bed, limbs wound around one another, thick waves of hair mingling on the 
pillows. Lips exchanged breathy, barely there kisses, their cocks hard and demanding attention. 


Nestled against Dave, David slid a hand down his own, honed, body and locked his fingers around his erection. 
Dave's gasp brushed against his ear. "It's hot when you touch yourself" 

Sucking Dave's lower lip into his mouth, he gave it a teasing nip. "Really?" 

"Yeah, really." 

David felt his eyes become heavy. "Gonna lick up my come again?" 

"Hell, yeah." Dave's voice was deep and breathy, washing over his skin in warm, shaky waves. 

"Gonna let me clean you up?" he purred. 

"Yeah." 


Skimming his free hand over Dave's stomach, he brushed his fingers over his lover's cock. "Gonna jerk off for 


me?" 


Breath hitched, he watched as Dave let his hand wander down his body, finally closing around his cock. 
Darkened hazel eyes rolled back in to his head, a sigh hanging on his lips. Winding a hand in to Dave's hair, he 
sealed their lips together in a searing kiss. 


"Yeah, touch yourself for me, Dave. Do it." His voice trailed off, his own fingers gliding along his satiny flesh. 


Soft gasps and murmurs of names filled the air. Free hands wandered and caressed, ghosting over pert nipple 
and flat stomachs. They brushed through matted pubes, whispering over tight balls, and dipping between 
strong thighs. 


Burying his face in Dave's hair, David's voice slowly got louder, his body shaking. 
"Please, Daddy, love me." 


Beside him, Dave grunted, body jerking, and a strong hand clasped his back. Warm lips touched his shoulder, 
working their way to his throat, tongue winding around the curve of his ear. Bucking his hips, David stroked 
faster, pre-come slicking his skin, the blissful sensations rolling over him. Dave's teeth scrapped at his skin, 
nipping and tugging, his own breath becoming deeper. Moving his head to give his lover more room, David 

stared down the bed, watching Dave's hand jerk his cock. It was a sight he didn't want to forget, a sight he 


wanted to remember forever. He was turning someone on, giving them a reason to get hot and bothered. 


Sweat slinked down his back and across his chest, his hips rocking into his fist. The moment of pure, divine 


satisfaction was closing in, his body responding. 
"Daddy, I'm not-" 


A hand grasped his chin and tilted it, lips finding David's as he arched his back, his screams fading into Dave's 
mouth as he came long and hard. A moment later and Dave shivered, hot seed mixing with his own. 


Panting, he fell back to the bed, head buried back into the pillow. He only opened his eyes when lips touched his 
stomach. Looking down, he watched as Dave kissed his way over his skin, the flat of his tongue lapping up his 
come. Fascinated, he stroked a hand over Dave's hair, stretching to kiss him as his lover's mouth suckled on 
his pecs. He didn't want to leave, didn't want to get up and go to work. Just wanted to stay in bed and repeat 


what they'd done over and over. 


Pressing a hand to Dave's shoulder, David guided him to the bed, his own mouth gently and carefully cleaning 
his lover. Swirling his fingers through the silky seed, David licked his fingers clean, grinning as Dave groaned. 


"Fuck, that's sexy." 


Kneeling over him, he gave Dave a kiss. "Yeah, and you taste good. Gotta do this more often" 


Licking up the final, salty-sweet, drop, David sat back on his heels, a melancholy look on his face. "And now | 
gotta go to work." 


Dave frowned. "Work?" 


"Yeah." David shrugged. "| worked in the kitchen yesterday. Thought I'd go and help Michele again. Earn my keep, 


you know. Why don't you come with me?" 
A chuckle rocked his boyfriend. "I did just come with you." 


He flicked his fingers against the redhead's flank. "Art you come again later if you come with me now. It'll give 


you a chance to get away from here." 
"Hold on" Dave raised an eyebrow. "You cook?" 
He gave Dave another shrug. "A little, yeah." 


A mischievous grin danced over his boyfriend's lips. "A boyfriend who cooks. Now that's fuckin hot. Yeah, you 


can count me in on watching." 


Submission 

Michele was already hard at work when they walked into the kitchen. Breakfast had been and gone, carefully 
prepared by others. Now it was time to prepare for the rush of dwellers and workers later in the day. 

An apron hit David in the side of the head. "| wondered where you'd gotten to." 


Pulling the well worn fabric from his head, he laughed, tying it around himself. "Had things to see to." 


"I can seel Veg is in the corner. You can get to work on that. Hello, Dave. Sorry to be so rude. How are you 


feeling?" 
As he walked across the kitchen, David heard Dave grunt something. 


"Try not to worry," Michele replied "Itll get better, | promise. And, as | told David, we have ways and means of 
getting you out of there. Now, you can either give us a hand, or you can make yourself comfortable. It's 


entirely up to you. We're not going to force you to do anything around here." 


Lifting his head from the sack of potatoes, David made to protest. Over his shoulder, he saw Michele laughing, 
a finger pointed at him. 


"Except for you," she jokingly pressed. "| saw what you could do yesterday and there's not a hope in hell you're 


going anywhere, young man" 


Chuckling to himself, David lifted the sack and tipped the potatoes into the machine. Hitting the power and 
water buttons, he stood back and let it do its job. 


woun 


Two hours later, they were huddled in a corner of the kitchen, David and Dave sitting on the work surface 
while Michele made tea and coffee. Huge pots of stew and vegetables boiled on the hobs, the warmth filling the 
kitchen. 


"We deal with predominantly heterosexual couples here where either one, or both, of them is in the breeding 
program." She smiled warmly as she set out a line of three mugs. "You're the first openly gay couple we've 


had and we're going to help you in any way we can" 


She handed them both a mug before pulling out a low stool and sinking her tiny frame on to it. "That's better. 
My feet are killing me" 


Sipping his coffee, Dave asked, "What kind of help?" 


Michele shrugged. "Everything. We hate the program as much as anyone else does. It was brought in after The 
Crash. When the country's systems failed, as | know they did in America as well, diseases we hadn't seen for 
years became rife. Many people lost their lives to the likes of cholera and dysentery. At the time, the country 
was in chaos and we didn't have the aid we needed to help them. But to answer your question, we provide 


everything from therapy, to health checks, to relief rooms." 
He watched Dave raise an eyebrow. “Relief rooms?" 


Michele nodded and took a sip of tea "Yes, we have several situated throughout the system. They're places 
where fantasies can be played out or to get rid of the pent up energy from the drugs." 


Clasping his mug close, David asked, "What are the drugs they use?" 


"No one really knows," she replied. "Its a huge government secret. We have tried to get hold of the formula 


but, so far, no success. Are you hungry, Dave? Here, these will be better for you." 


David peered around his boyfriend, smiling as he watched a bowl of chocolate chips be pulled from his fingers. 
A box of peanuts replaced them, Dave's fingers dipping in. 


"Are the drugs addictive?" David continued. 


“Again, we're not overly sure. Some people feed off the feelings. They enjoy having the stamina to keep going 
for days at a time. Those may be the people who'd be susceptible to addiction" 


Shuffling closer to Dave, he laid his head against his shoulder, an arm winding around his waist. Happiness 


sparked when the gesture was returned, fingers stroking along his spine. 


Michele smiled, eyes twinkling in the kitchen's bright lights. "You two are so sweet together." Pushing her stool 
against the wall, she pulled her feet up onto it, mug resting on her knees. "Do you mind if | ask how you met?" 


David took a deep breath, thoughts whirling through his head. How to explain that one? Slowly, he began, "We 
met while out hunting one day. Dave was-" He bit his lower lip and stared at the floor. "Dave was part of the 
Shoot to Kill program and, when he crossed my sight, | found that | couldn't do it. | couldn't kill him. There was 


just something in his eyes which stopped me." He managed a tight smile. "And, well, here we are." 
Michele's face darkened, and David felt his heart drop. "Please don't kick us out. Please. Not yet at least” 


"No," she murmured. "I'm not going to kick you out. I'm just pissed off with all the crazy things people have 
done in the wake of this atrocity. While I'm sure | won't approve of what you did, Dave." She held up a hand. 
"But | don't think that people who've only committed a small crime should be killed for food. | mean, from what 
I'm hearing, they're executing people in some pretty brutal ways. Now we don't have the death penalty over 
here, as I'm sure you well know, and I'm not a huge supporter of it. But, if a country's going to have it, 


especially in times like this, then they may as well use the bodies for something." She sighed and shook her 


head. "| only hope we never have to go through that. Poor, poor people.” 

She looked up at them, a smile playing on her lips. "You're both welcome here for as long as you want. Please 
don't feel under pressure to leave because of what I've said. As long as you don't commit any crimes down 
here, you're welcome to stay. And, while you're under my roof, we'll do all we can to protect you. As | said, we 
want to help, and I'm sure that, in your own ways, you'll also help us." 


"So, when do you help people?" David felt he needed to change the subject. 


Refilling her mug with tea, Michele smiled and settled herself back down. "Our help is always available. l'm sure 


you've had your gift from The Relationship Fairy?" 
Chuckling, David nodded. "Yeah, that's pretty cool. Nice idea 
"Glad you like it. What kind of help are you looking for right now?" 


Looking at Dave, he took in the almost innocence look in his lover's eyes. A look which screamed that he wanted 


something, wanted assistance. 
Stroking Dave's face, he whispered, "Why don't you make that call?" 


He watched Dave's Adam's apple bob, a shiver running through his body. "When | came back-" His voice halted. 
"When | came back, | tried to attack David. Because of the drugs. Couldn't stop myself. Needed." 


His voice trailed off and David pressed himself closer, his free hand pressed over Dave's heart. 
"You needed relief?" Michele finished for him. 
Dave nodded. 


"lts a tough one, and we see it all the time. The half life of those drugs is between twelve and seventeen 


hours, which means that when you get back you're still feeling the effects of them." 


She shuffled closer, the stool squeaking against the tiled floor, and laid a hand on Dave's knee. "I'm assuming 


you've given David permission to use force if such a situation arises again?" 


Dave nodded again, eyes on the floor, and David felt a wave of pain roll through him. He didn't want to think 
how much courage that had taken, to speak about what was going through him. 


However, the pain disappeared when Dave spoke again, "I love him and | don't want to hurt him. Not in this life, 


or any life." 


‘Of course you don't," Michele replied. "And | know it's taken a lot for you to admit to that. However, if both of 


you feel the urge to help ease the effects, there's a few things | can suggest.” 
"Go on," David softly pressed. 


"Take it slow and quiet. Don't rush and don't push," she began. "Don't fight with one another, because goodness 
only knows what they're pumping into you. One of them we suspect may build muscle mass. If it does, you're 


going to get stronger and it could lead to you doing what you don't want to do and hurting David." 


She took a deep breath, her attention turning to David. He felt himself blush, not quite sure if he was 


comfortable discussing sexual matters with someone who reminded him of his mother. 
"David, you could try using submissive positions." 
He cocked his head. "Huh?" 


"You don't have to be naked, but sometimes those who are in the breeding program find it easier to relate to 
their lover if they show a little submission. They've been forced to do something against their will and it helps 
them gain a little more control back in their life. You could sit on the bed, or a chair, head down, hands in your 
lap. Alternatively you can kneel on the floor using same position One which many people find soothing is to lie 
face down over your partner's lap, hands and feet flat on the floor. For some reason people find it quite 


comforting." 


David felt the heat rise to his face and he lowered his head, shaking his hair before his eyes. A hand brushed 


his cheek, Dave's nose pressing against his face. "I wanna see you with come on your face," he murmured. 


His blush only deepened. Yet the ideas she had given him made his stomach tighten, excitement growing. Dave's 
comment only added to it. 


Michele chuckled softly. "You two go back to your room. I'll save you some dinner.” 


On My Knees 


Closing the door behind them, David leaned against it. 
"Dave?" 


His boyfriend stopped and appeared to stare at the wall before turning to look at him, sadness written into his 
face. David felt his heart go into free fall. 


"We don't have to do this," Dave quietly said. "| mean, | don't think of you as beneath me, or anything like that. 


You're an equal in my eyes." 


Feeling his heart wrench even more, he stepped away from the door and slid his hand along Dave's jaw. A 


whisper of stubble was beginning to appear, rough beneath his fingertips. 


"No, | want to do it. All | was going to say was | don't feel safe doing it right after you return. | want to make 
sure we're both okay and safe before we do any kind of role play. Do you understand?" 


A hand clasped the back of his head and a kiss was pressed to his forehead. Leaning against Dave, he melted in 
to the gentle touch. 


"Yeah, | understand. Completely and utterly understand. All | want is for you to feel safe. And if you don't, then 
we don't do anything. If | get out of control, you slug me, okay?" 


Laying a kiss over Dave's heart, he nodded. “Yeah, I'll do that. And if | feel uncomfortable I'll use the word 


strawberry.” 
Above him, Dave chuckled and he pulled away. "Go see to the cats and I'll be ready." 
Dave gave him a blank look and David grinned. 


"Food's on the side. Litter's in the bag on the floor." 


Dave ambled off and David looked down at his clothed figure. Kneel. Submit. Hand over control. It was all so new. 
So scary, filled with the unknown. The emotions twisted through him. After all they'd been through, could he do 
it. Could he fully hand over control to Dave? 


His breath quickened as he pulled the t-shirt over his head. Folding it, he placed the garment to one side. His 
stomach clenched as he kicked off the sneakers. Slowly he slid his jeans and shorts down his legs, placing them 
on top of the t-shirt. The rug felt rough beneath his feet, worn with age. With his heart beating wildly, David 
sank to his knees, folded his hands in his lap and lowered his head, hair hiding his eyes. The adrenaline 
thundered through him, and he rocked, stopping when he heard the kitchen door open and close. 


For a moment there was silence before Dave whispered a, "Woah." Shivering, David refused to look up, knowing 
that, for this time, Dave was in control. Dave told him what to do and how to act. Footsteps echoed around 
him, Dave obviously taking in his kneeling form. A hand ran over his hair, tucking it behind his ears. 


Fingers slid over his face and cupped his jaw. "Look at me, Junior." 


Lifting his head, David did. Looking up into Dave's face, he saw something he hadn't seen over the previous 
days. A calmness which had all but disappeared the day the British had started sticking needles in him. David 


felt the same serenity sweep over him, making his skin tingle and his heart slow. 
Dave's hand drifted to the back of his head. "Stand for me, Junior." 


Even his voice had a renewed tranquility to it and David did as he was asked, raising himself to his feet and 
standing before his lover. Warm hands made their way over his body, touching and stroking, memorising soft 
skin David closed his eyes and purred quietly, enjoying their exploration. Finally Dave took his hand and lead him 
to the bed. 


Sitting on the edge of it, the redhead looked up at him and patted his lap. Trembling, David took a deep breath 
and stretched himself over his lover's legs. Placing his hands and feet flat against the floor, he lowered his 


head and waited. 


It was a strange position to be in, one which would normally have repulsed him. But now it made him feel 
something different, made him feel safe and wanted, made him feel as though he was doing something right by 


Dave. 


Breathing slowly, he relaxed as a hand travelled over his back and ass. The fingers wrapped around the swell of 
his buttocks, squeezing before a finger pressed in to the plush flesh between them. 


"Fuck, Junior. You're so fuckin’ hot" He paused and David heard him take a deep breath. "I'm gonna spank you. 


You okay with that?" 
He nodded. "Yeah, I'm okay. I'll tell you if I'm not" 


The hand returned to caressing his ass, the small circles turning him on, the blood trying to rush to his 
trapped cock. Groaning, he rubbed himself against Dave's rough jeans, the fabric sensual against his groin. While 
he felt vulnerable, he also felt safe, knowing that he had the power to stop Dave. 


The first spank was barely there, falling against his buttocks and making him twitch. The little pain he felt 
flared through him, quickly changing to pleasure. The second blow was harder, flat handed against his left 
buttock, the pain a little deeper than before. Quickly it changed from a sharp sting to the dull ebb of warmth. 
Breathing deeply, David again rubbed himself against his boyfriend's thighs, his cock aching for attention. He 


could feel his boyfriend's arousal through his jeans, his hard cock beginning to press into his stomach. 


Blows came thick and fast, David whining as his skin was reddened. Yet the burn was pleasant and he refused 
to use the safe word. He wanted to experience the total submission Michele had spoken about, wanted to hand 
some ounce of control back to Dave. If it made his boyfriend feel even remotely better about their situation, 


then it was something he would do. And it was something he was realising he actually quite liked. 


Another slap landed on the top of his thighs. Squirming, he let out a quiet cry. A hand clamped in to the small 
of his back, holding him still, while the other stroked over his blissfully sore ass. 


"Don't think | don't know what you're doir," Dave chuckled. "Don't worry; you'll get a chance to come." 


Hanging his head, David panted, enjoying the respite. Dave's stroking brought the pain back, making him tingle, 
his legs twitching. The hand smacked them down, holding the tops of his thighs. Completely immobile, David 
whined, hands balling against the carpet. It felt good, so good and he didn't want the moment to end. The hands 
tightened around him before releasing, the fingers stroking over his legs and back. 


| want you to go and kneel on the floor again," Dave said. 


His boyfriend's hands slid away and he shakily got to his feet, body on fire but satisfied. Kneeling on the floor, 
he once more laid his hands in his lap, head lowered. His cock sprang to life but he knew he couldn't touch 
himself without Dave's permission. His body ached, yet it was strangely pleasing. 


From beneath his lashes, he saw Dave's feet stop before him. There was the sound of a zipper being drawn 


down 

"Look up, Junior." 

Dave stood over him, hand around his cock and offering it out. 
"Suck it" 


Rising up, he wrapped one hand in to the small of Dave's back. The other closed around the base of Dave's 
cock. Closing his mouth over his boyfriend's erection, David hummed, tongue and lips working along it. Above 


him, Dave groaned and he felt him begin to relax. 
"Touch yourself for me." 


With a groan of pleasure, he obeyed the order, his hand working at his own erection. Pre-come began to seep 
from the tip, slicking his skin and turning it velvety soft. Dave's cock throbbed against his tongue, the tip 
pushing against the back of his mouth. Opening his throat, he swallowed all that was offered to him. Dave's 
hand wound in to his hair, pushing and pulling at his head. Willingly he responded, his tongue tracing the hard 
lines of his lover's erection. Stroking himself, David felt the promise of orgasm begin to rise, curling around his 
stomach and tugging at his balls. Moaning, he sucked harder, fingers sliding from Dave's cock and to his ass, 


kneading at the delicious flesh. He wanted to pepper hat ass with kisses. Wanted to find out if Dave enjoyed it 
as much as he did. Hell, he wanted to cover all of his boyfriend's body with soft, warm kisses. 


Dave's voice was tight as he said, "You can come now." 
With a groan of pleasure, he obeyed the order, his hand working at his own erection The throb of what was 


to come intensified and, impaling his mouth on Dave's cock, he came long and hard. Dave joined him, hand 


Tightening in his hair, voice a deep, guttural cry, his seed pumping down David's throat. 


Christmas Is Coming! 


Christmas since The Crash had always been small. Handmade gifts and decorations and a tree from the forest. 
It had also been a community affair with Christmas dinner cooked by many and served in the church hall to 


the sounds of the local brass band. It hadn't been lavish, but it had always been good. 


Christmas in post-Crash London was looking to be a whole other affair. Taking them to a room full of new and 
old clothes, Michele had instructed them to take what they wanted. A chill was in the air, the threat of snow 
forever in the sky, wrapping up against the cold was a must. A map showed the area Dave had to remain 
within, a large red circle taking in Victoria station, several parks and some of the city's best shopping streets. 
With a twinkle in her eyes, she'd handed them a little money and a Tube map and told them to go Christmas 
shopping. 


Wandering Oxford Street, David took in the hustle and bustle with wide eyes. Twinkling decorations were strung 
across the street and the shop windows were awash with displays. People jostled along the pavement, laden 
with bags. Other than the famous red buses and black cabs, there were very few vehicles on the road. As 
with America, it seemed that only the rich could afford them. That, or people were too wary of any pulse 
happening to risk investing in another vehicle. Despite the presence of police and the cameras which topped 
every building and lamp post, a child-like excitement began to build in his heart. They most definitely weren't in 


Kansas anymore. 


Beside him, Dave shuffled along, hands in pockets and head down. With his excitement ebbing, David tugged him 


To one side. 

"What's wrong?" 

Dave shrugged. "Christmas." 

"What about it?" 

‘Never really celebrated it" 

Touching his boyfriend's cheek, David frowned. "Why?" 
"Family were Jehovah's Witnesses." 


"Oh." Smiling, he tucked a hand in to Dave's coat pocket and tugged him closer. "Well, you do now and l'm going 
to show you how the Ellefsons celebrate Christmas." 


A whisper of a smile twitched Dave's lips and David grinned, reaching out to tuck red hair behind his lover's 
ear. "Come on, let's go find gifts." 


Dave eased himself away from the wall, a slight spring in his step as they ambled through the crowds. A 
music shop loomed up beside them and David felt his heart race. With his hand still in Dave's pocket, he pulled 
him towards the shop, the music winding into his body. 

"In here. Want to see what they've got" 

"Nothin from America probably," Dave mused. 

"You never know!" David could feel his feet beginning to tap, the notes finding their way to his very soul. 
Pulling Dave through the door, he surveyed the hanger sized store, his jaw hitting the floor. Aisles and aisles 
of records, pictures and discs handing on the walls, shirts racked up along one, posters along another. And he 
was sure that, when he went to the counter, he'd find baskets of buttons, patches, and stickers. Bouncing on 
the balls of his feet, he brushed a wave of hair from his face. Everything which had been worrying him 
melted away, leaving nothing for the passion for beautiful music in its wake. 

Turning to Dave, he grinned. "Gonna see if | can find your Christmas gift. What do you fancy?" 

Dave shrugged. "We don't have a player." 


"Bet Michele does somewhere." 


From the corner of his eye, David saw something, something which wrenched at his very core. Touching Dave's 


elbow, he turned his boyfriend to look 


Hanging along the staircase wall were lines of guitars, brand new and waiting to be taken home. Pulling away, 
Dave walked towards them, David following behind him. Standing beside him, he let his eyes wander up the 
stairs, taking in the different models and colours. The upper two layers were dedicated to guitars while, below 
them, hung a line of basses. Memories flooded through him, thoughts of the days before The Crash. Standing 
in the garage practicing, playing with his friends, jamming with Greg. Days which were shattered when the 
pulse broke over the country, wiping out life as they knew it. 


Standing on the lower step, he leaned closer to get a better look, wondering if his was there. He doubted that 
any of them were American brands, most likely built by UK or European companies in the wake of The Crash. 
Still his fingers itched, wanting to wrap around the neck and dance along the fretboard. Needed to make music. 
"We'll never afford ‘em," Dave mumbled. 

"How do you know?" 


"Because, Junior," he sighed, "we ain't got no money." 


Leaning against the banister, David folded his arms and scowled at the redhead. "You heard Michele earlier. 


There's no reason why we can't work on the Tube and earn money that way. She said she'd pay me a little for 
working in the kitchen. She told you that the profits of the Underground are shared out between all the staff. 


There's no reason why we can't go and do that." 


His boyfriend shrugged and David stepped down, standing in front of him. People flowed around then, ignoring 
the couple, too intent on what they needed to do. Stroking a hand down Dave's arm, David felt himself sigh. He 
knew that Dave was still processing what they were going through. Still adapting to their new life and his new 
role in repopulating the country. Heck, even he was still adapting to it all. 


"We'll get them," he murmured. "I promise we will” 


The flicker of a smile ghosted Dave's lips, warming David. There was hope, even in the wake of all that had 
happened. 


Dave had disappeared to further explore Oxford Street while David remained in the warmth of the record 
shop. Glancing over his shoulder, he saw the first fat flakes of snow begin to fall. Clutched in one hand was 
Somewhere h Time, Iron Maidens latest album, one which he'd missed the release of thanks to America being 
closed off to anything other than aid. He'd wanted to buy the entire back catalogue but Dave had to come 
first. And it was Dave's gift which was giving him problems. They'd never had the chance to share their love 
of music. In passing they'd mentioned favourite songs and albums but that had been it. There'd been no deep 
discussions, no discovering something new together. All he knew was that Dave would probably try anything. 


Flicking through the stacks of albums, David smiled as his eyes fell on The Beatles Please Please Me. Picking it 
up, he flicked it over and grinned at the song listing. There, half way down, was the song his mother had sung 
over and over, a happy song, one he remembered her singing at all times of the day. 

Love, love me do, 

You know I love you 

Hl always be true, 


So please, love me do. 


Perfect! With his heart racing, he took the two records to the counter. 


Dave met him outside, two bags clutched in his hands. He averted his eyes when David walked out, a blush 
flashing over his cheeks. Grinning, David touched his shoulder. 


"So, what did you buy?" 

"Not tellin’ you." 

"Why?" David pleaded, eyes going wide. 
"Cause they're Christmas gifts, that's why." 


He playfully nudged Dave in the ribs. "Okay, I'll buy that" Glancing over Dave's shoulder, he spotted a tourist 


shop selling postcards and gifts. "I'm gonna a card to send to my folks.” 


"Do you think itll get there?" Dave finally looked up, the blush having faded to the redness of the cold. Snow 


still fell around them, instantly disappearing on the already wet road. 
"Don't know until you try.” 


Walking to the shop, he turned the metal carousel, looking at the images of London, taking in the bright images 
of the palace, the buses, the cabs, and the buildings. Picking a card full of different pictures, he took it into 
the shop. 


The man took it from him. "Do you need stamps?" 


"Yeah." David felt in his pockets for the last of his money. "One for America, please. And do you have a pen | 


can borrow?" 


The man returned the card along with a stamp and a pen. Licking the stamp, he stuck it to the right hand 


corner and crouching down, he leaned the card against his knees. 


Dear Mom, Dad and Elliot, 

Hi Hope youre all well. We're safely in London Completely different to America Really bustling here. Staying with 
some great people until we get on our feet. Theyre looking after us really well And | have cats! 

Love you loads 


David 
Looking up, he held out the card and pen to Dave. "Please?" 


Dave gave him one of his small smiles, took the offered objects and quickly signed his name. Taking them back, 


David looked at his boyfriend's drying signature. "Thanks." 


"No problem." 


The day of the program rolled around. There was a knock at the door, the sound of an official voice calling to 
Dave. With the pain and sadness rising, he'd bid his boyfriend goodbye, holding him for as long as he could. 
When Dave slipped out the door, David let his resolve break, the tears rolling down his cheeks. The pain and the 
agony tore through him, the unknown pulling him apart. He dared not think how Dave would be when he 


returned. Dared not imagine if it would be a repeat of the previous week 


Curled in their bed, he sobbed, Dave's pillow tucked close. He wished it away, wished the tears would stop, 
scolded himself for crying. 


Paws kneaded at his arm and, with a final spluttering sob, he turned his head. Sophie sat beside him, the black 
kitten in her mouth. Sniffling, David managed a smile and held out his hand. The kitten was gently placed in his 
palm before Sophie disappeared. 


Over the next few moments, each kitten was carefully handed over and David tucked himself around them. 
They were growing so quickly, now walking better than they had been the previous week. Their voices were 
becoming more prominent, the squeaks working their way straight to his heart. And none of them would lie 
still, all determined to wrestle and play. Paws batted his hair and pushed his nose. Giving him one last headbutt, 
Sophie slunk off to her bed. It was time for him to pay Momma. Smiling, he closed his eyes and placed his 
arms around the little brood 


Perfection 


David worked quietly in the kitchen, carefully mixing ingredients for a batch of cookies. The dark cloud of 


depression and uncertainty hung over him, slowly eating away at his very core. 


"Oh, David" Michele's voice, filled with sadness, echoed from across the kitchen "I know this is hurting you. It 


hurts me every time | see someone have to go." 


Not taking his eyes from the mixer, David nodded and slammed another slab of butter in to the batter. 
Michele sighed and laid a hand in the small of his back. 


"I keep a timetable," she continued, "of everyone who's at the breeding program. If they have a partner, | make 
sure To go and see them. Today | have three men there. You're the only partner so you have my undivided 


attention." 


Again, he nodded, hair hiding his suddenly raw eyes from her. He hated that he was crying, hated that he was 


hurting so much. He was a man, for fuck's sake, he shouldn't be feeling any kind of emotion 


But.. But Dave meant everything to him. In the few short weeks they'd known one another, he'd become 
attached to the redhead, finding a soulmate in the unlikeliest of places. For so long, he'd thought he would 
remain single forever, living alone and finally taking on the farm. Never did he think that someone who not just 
liked him, but loved him, would come in to his life and steal him away from all that he'd known. And the ache 


of having Dave torn from his side for some unspeakable horror was slowly killing him. 


Placing a board beside him, Michele began to chop a pile of chicken breasts. "Before The Crash, | was a nurse 

and Paul was a police officer. When the country began to reorganise after the pulse, we decided to help people 
like yourselves, especially people fleeing the US. When we saw what the breeding program was doing to people, 
we put the framework in place to assist not just the breeders but everyone it was affecting. People like you. 

As | said the other day, whenever you and Dave are ready you're welcome to go through the counselling 


program." 


"Thank you," he managed to croak. Clearing his throat, he looked at her, voice still shaking, "When will you be 


able to free him?" 

"l'm going to get hold of his records and see what's happening. If he's being particularly difficult; not co- 
operating, lashing out at guards, refusing the drugs, refusing to obey, then they'll be keeping a closer watch on 
him" She sighed. "While we can, and do, block them from our CCTV, we have to give them certain permissions. 
And if Dave's acting out then they'll be watching him like a hawk" 


David felt his blood run cold. "Are there cameras in the rooms?" 


Michele smiled and shook her head. "No, and there never will be" 


The chill still ran over him as he asked, "Have you ever been there?" 

"To the program?" 

"Yeah" 

Michele looked away and David watched her take several deep breaths. "Yes, Ive been there" 

"What's it like?" He didn't want to know and, yet he did. Wanted to know what Dave saw, felt, and experienced 
She wrapped an arm around his shoulder and pressed a kiss to his temple. "I refuse to tell you" 

"Why?! Michele, please. | want to know." 

She looked at him, eyes dead and scared. "No, you don't want to know. You never want to know. You're a sweet 
boy, David, and | can see why Dave adores you. | don't want to taint you with what I've seen" She smiled 
weakly and fucked a few stray strands of hair behind his ear. "I want you to stay perfect for Dave" 

"Im not perfect," he mumbled 


"In Dave's eyes you are." 


Laughing, she playfully smacked his rear. "Those cookies aren't going to bake themselves. You can tell me about 


you and Dave while you finish them. | love a good love story.” 
He couldn't help but smile at her sudden change in mood. Pulling the greased trays close, he began to lay out 
small, round balls of cookie mix. He still wanted to know about the program, still wanted to know what happened 


to Dave. He knew he'd find out one day but it would have to wait until he was stronger. 


From across the kitchen, Michele called, "And no icing sad faces on those cookies! Happy faces, or nothing! 


Understood?" 
Laughing, he replied, "Yes, chef!" 


wun 


Exhausted, he sat on the bed, cradling a cup of coffee and watching Sophie wash and feed the kittens. In a few 
short weeks, they'd go to their new homes. Unless.. 


"Sophie?" 


The grey tabby flicked an ear. 


"How do you guys fancy living here with me and Dave?" 
Again the ear flicked and he smiled. "Ill take that as a yes." 


On the table sat an envelope from Michele. It contained the money from his first week working in the kitchen, 
£50 in total. The guitars had been upwards of £200 each. If he stashed the money, only brought the 
essentials, and offered to work six, or even seven, days a week the he'd be able to afford one in time for 


Valentine's Day. 


His first Valentine's gift for someone. 


As Spm rolled around, he showered, shaved and changed, tossing the dirty clothes onto a pile of other worn 
clothes. He'd have to take a trip to the laundry room and do their washing. A trip to the Hidden's store was 
also in order. It sold nearly everything they needed to survive underground, a tunnel filled with items he hadn't 
seen since before The Crash. The temptation to spend everything he had was overwhelming. The only thing 


stopping him from coming back with arms full of goodies was the idea of Dave's face on Valentine's Day. 


Beside him on the bed lay a ruled exercise book, pens, glue, and a Polaroid camera. Michele had advised him to 


keep a diary of his and Dave's life together, something to look back on once everything was said and done. 


‘Because itl go so fast," shed said wistfully. "Soon you'll blink and wonder where these days went. You'll both grow 
up so quickly and Id hate for you to miss the good times." 


Placing his coffee on the floor, he picked up the camera and sat on the floor. Flipping open the camera, he 
focused it on the playing kittens, Sophie sitting and watching. Through the viewfinder, her eyes met his and he 
smiled, pressing down on the shutter. The camera whirred and a square of photo paper slid out the front. 
Shaking it, he put it to one side, and collected the pens and book. Opening it to the first page, he began to write. 


December 1185. 
We live in the funnels below London. We have six cats. Their names are Sophie, Alchemy, Snowball, Grumps, Sam, 
and Dave. Yes, they're ours now. No, you don't get a choice in it! 


Chuckling, he looked at the now-developed photo. Dotting glue on the back, he stuck it to the first page of the 
book. 


wvunu 


It came at just after 130pm. The scrabbling at the door, a low grunting coming through the wood. The hairs 
on the back of David's neck rose. Getting to his feet, he gave a low whistle, the kittens scampering after him 
and to the kitchen. 


Shutting them in, he listened. The sound continued, fingernails scratching at the door. 
"Joo-ne-ahel" 

Dave's voice sent shivers down his spine. "Yeah, l'm coming." 

"Whatca doin’, Joo-ne-ah?" 

Through the fear, he felt his wicked side rise. "Playing with pussy." 


The scrabbling stopped and the chill returned to his skin. Then Dave's voice returned. "Really, huh? Gonna let 


me join in?" 


Chuckling, he opened the door a crack, spying a disheveled Dave on the other side. "Might do. Might not" His 
eyes swept up and down his boyfriend. "What makes you think you're good enough?" 


Dave's eyes retained their crazy look, his tongue sweeping over his lips as he stared at David. "Good enough 


for you, aren't |?" 
David shrugged. "Yeah, you're good enough for me." 


Opening the door, he allowed Dave to enter. The humour seemed to have quietened his lover, Dave lolloping 


across the room. 
"Thought you said there was pussy?" 
"There is," David replied. "In the kitchen" 


Dave turned to look at him, his chapped lips finally breaking in to a smile. "Oh, very funny. Very funny, indeed. 


You had me goin’ there." 


Smiling, David stood across the room, watching and waiting. The dark feelings from the previous week rose, the 


fear and the pain, the blood and the screaming. Only once Dave's flesh was sated had everything calmed. 
Yet he wasn't going to kneel. Wasn't going to do anything which put him in danger. Taking his eyes off of Dave 
was dangerous. As his eyes travelled down Dave's body and took in his erection pressing against his jeans, 


David realised just how dangerous he was. 


Taking a deep breath, he walked up to his boyfriend and slid a hand over his chest, his fingers resting at 
Dave's shoulder. "Anything you want me to do?" 


Dave's breath was warm against his face, warm and scented with death. A deep growl shuddered from his 


boyfriend's chest, a hand gripping David's jaw. His head was tilted to one side, Dave's lips dangerously close to 


the pulsing vein in his neck 


"Yeah." Teeth scratched at his skin, making him wince. "| want you to suck my cock. Want you to make me 


come good and hard. And when you're done, | want you to clean me up an’ put some of that gel on me." 

David resisted closing his eyes as the fingers tightened around him, beginning to push down His breath came in 
short pants, the taste of danger sharp on his tongue. Partly it scared him. Partly it turned him on. Still he 
refused to kneel. Refused to be lower than Dave. On the floor he was even more vulnerable than he was now. 


He was in the way of hands, feet, and fists. 


Tugging himself away, he took Dave's hands in his own and walked towards the bed. "Come and sit, then. IHl 
make you feel better." 


Dave snarled, a terrifying sight he'd never seen before. Suddenly everything he feared was beginning to 
surface, all the demons which had no doubt landed Dave in prison back in the States. 


"Been on fuckin’ beds for the last twenty four fuckin’ hours. Do you really think | want to be on one again?" 


Stopping, David raised an eyebrow. "What did | tell you about speaking to me, Dave? What did | tell you last 


week? Can you remember?" 


The darkened eyes snapped to his own and, in that instant, David could see the very demons which ruled 
Dave's soul. They snapped and writhed, twisting through his lover and poisoning his very being. 


"Yeah, you told me not to speak to you in anger." 

Still holding Dave's hands in his own, David kept his voice soft. "And what did you just do?" 

Dave snarled again and he resisted the urge to slug the redhead. Resisted the urge to hurt him and make him 
bleed. So much work needed to be done. So many painful memories which needed to unravelled and discarded. 
And the fucking breeding program was doing nothing to help, pumping him full of drugs which only reawakened 
everything Dave was trying to hide. He realised that he had to fight through the fog of whatever was in 


Dave's brain, had to blow it away with kindness and gentleness. 


The pent up rage in Dave's face softened a little, his hands loosening against David's. "You told me to speak to 


you nicely." 
David smiled. "I did. And you realise that you just snapped at me, right?" 
He watched Dave's Adam's apple bob, obviously fighting back something as he nodded. 


"Anything you want to say?" David softly said. 


Dave lowered his head, hair hiding his eyes. "Sorry," he mumbled. 
Still clasping one of Dave's hands, he draped the other around Dave's neck and pressed a kiss to his cheek 
"Thank you, sweetie. Apology accepted." Brushing a hand through Dave's thick hair, he whispered, "Now, let's get 


you sorted shall we?" 


Through the veil of hair, he saw a smile twitch Dave's lips. 


Sweet Taste of Freedom 


Sitting on the floor of the bathroom, they were like two lost souls, clinging to one another as the water 
washed away the dirt and pain With his legs around Dave's waist, and his arms around his neck, David rested 
his weary head on his boyfriend's shoulder. His fingers drew small, soothing on the back of Dave's neck, his lips 
pressing occasional kisses to his shoulder. The effects of the drugs appeared to have worn off, leave a 


peaceful stillness in their wake. 


They'd lain on the bed, David curled between Dave's legs as he'd pleasured him, showing him that in their world 
of darkness, someone loved him more than life itself. Dave's orgasm had torn through him like a storm, a hand 
clamping into his honey hair as he'd sucked every last drop him from. Then it had been another round with the 
cooling gel, Dave's back arching from the bed as the liquid had soaked into his skin, easing the physical, if not 
the mental, pain 


The water began to chill and it was with great regret that he slid from Dave's lap and turned off the stream. 
Grabbing a handful of towels, he helped his boyfriend to his feet and draped them around him. Wrapping one 


around his own waist, he tied his hair back in another and silently lead Dave to bed. No words were needed, the 


ease of familiarity beginning to fall over them. 


"Right, here's the plan for the next week. Christmas will be here before we can blink" 

Sitting on one of the work surfaces, David listened as Michele pointed out everything which needed doing in the 
next week. Meats needed preparing, sauces were to be made and frozen Everything would make a beautiful 
Christmas dinner had to be done. 

"Afternoon, Dave. How are you?" 

Turning, he watched as Dave ambled in, head down and hands in his pockets. He pulled himself up beside David, 
an arm wrapping around his waist, head buried against his shoulder. Draping an arm around Dave's shoulders, 
David stroked his back. 

"Michele asked you a question. Going to be nice and answer it?" 

Dave briefly lifted his head. "Feel like shit.” 

Michele nodded. "Not unexpected.” Placing her papers to one side, she leaned against the steel surface, a hand 
resting on Dave's knee. "I'm going to get your records. See how quickly we can get out of there. Can you 


answer me another question?" 


Dave nodded against his shoulder. 


"Have you been co-operating with the program?" 


There was a pause and David held his breath. He suspected he knew the answer and wasn't surprised when 


Dave shook his head. 

Michele chuckled, patting his knee. "Kinda thought you wouldn't. It does make our job a little harder, but not 
entirely impossible. Have you thought any more about what | said abut working with Paul on the Underground? 
Could use a guy like you and got plenty of work for you. You'd be a Godsend to them." 

Lifting his head, Dave brushed a handful of hair from his eyes. "Yeah, I've thought about it” 

"And?" 


"Yeah, I'll go and work with ‘em." 


Michele ruffled his hair and went back to her paperwork. "I'll get Paul to get you sorted. Itll give you chance 


to take your mind away from all of this." 


David felt his stomach churn as he posed his own question. "Michele, what would you say to me working in 


here for six or seven days?" 

She looked up and raised an eyebrow. "Every week?" 

He nodded, a lump in his throat 

"IIl tire you. Perhaps you shouldn't” 

Squirming against the metal surface, he frowned. "But | need to take my mind off everything” 


"You do, but you also need to be there for Dave." He felt his heart fall, face following. "What do you need the 


money for?" 


Biting his lip, he did his best to covertly point to Dave. Michele smiled. "I see. l'm sure there's something we 


can work out." 


Giving him a wink, she took his hand and pulled him from his seat. "Time for work Got mouths to feed. Come 
on, Dave. You can give us a hand today. Get you out of that drug haze." 


They didn't eat that night. At least not below ground. With a happy spring to his step, David ordered Dave to 
wrap up. Grabbing the money from the table, he pushed a few notes into his pocket. 


The McDonald's on Oxford Street was brightly lit, the plastic tables and chairs filled with eager diners. Sitting 
Dave beside the window, he wandered to the counter and surveyed the menu. There really was only one thing 


he could order. 
Grinning, he leaned against the counter. "Two Big Mac and fries, please. Ice in the Cokes." 


The female server gave him a sweet smile, took his money and began to assemble his order. Moments later, it 
was sitting before him, Styrofoam boxes and cups weighing down the tray. Making his way through the crowds 
of late night shoppers, he placed the tray on the table. Dave was looking out of the window, watching the world 


go by. 


"Happy early Christmas!" Sitting opposite Dave, he watched as the redhead looked up, a childlike grin breaking 
his face. 


"How-" Dave cocked his head. 


"Did | remember?" David shrugged. "Sometimes we just don't forget these things, right?" Leaning across the 
table, he nudged Dave's shoulder. "But when you get paid, you're buying me pizza" 


Dave's smile widened and he dug into the food as though he hadn't been fed for months. Piercing the top of 
his drink with the straw, David watched, glee rising through him. He couldn't believe it would take something so 
small and so seemingly innocent to make Dave happy. Flipping open the burger box, he tucked in, eyes 


occasionally flicking to the window. 


People dashed by, bags in hands, either going home from work or finishing shopping. The Christmas lights 
glistened off the wet tarmac, the glass before him steaming up. 


Sinking his teeth into the burger, he let out a sigh, eyes falling closed. It had been so long since they'd last 
tasted fast food. So long since they'd been able to just up and leave and find something different to do. The 
taste of freedom played across his tongue. 

"Dave?" 

His boyfriend looked up. "Mmm?" 

"How do you like being in London?" 

Dave paused before carefully placing the burger back down. "Don't know." He shrugged and toyed with his Coke, 
pushing the straw in and taking a long drink. "I mean, | like being here. We get this stuff" He gestured to the 


table. "But, at the same time, | feel like I'm in prison again. And they've already told me l'm going to die if | 


don't calm down" 


A spike of fear threatened to kill his happiness. "What have you been doing?" 
Looking at the table, Dave gave him another shrug. "I really don't want to be in that program." 


"I know you don't. But what are you doing?" He wrapped a hand around Dave's drink, his fingers finding his 
lover's. "I'm here for you. You can tell me anything.” 


Dave nodded and David realised that he was holding a lot in, hiding away emotions and feelings. Whatever was 


going through Dave was on slow boil. 
‘lm sorry," David said. "I shouldn't have brought it up. Not while we're eating. Tell me later, okay?" 


Dave nodded, hair hiding his face. Looking at the redhead's nearly finished meal, he asked, "Do you want another 


one of those?" 


Dave nodded again. Chuckling softly, David got to his feet. Pressing a quick kiss to his boyfriend's cheek, he 
headed back to the counter. 


woun 


It was money well spent. Having gorged themselves on fast food, they lay on the bed feeling fat and happy. The 
kittens crawled over them, tugging at socks and fingers and making high pitched squeaks. 


Laying with his head against Dave's shoulder and an arm over his chest, David watched Grumps silently stalk 
Dave's wriggling fingers. Shuffle. Lie. Shuffle. Lie. The fingers stopped moving and the white and grey kitten 
watched and waited. Dave moved his fingers and the kitten pounced, his boyfriend yelping as tiny teeth sank 
into his flesh. 

David chuckled and tickled the tiny creature, his fingers quickly becoming the centre of attention. 

"We're keeping them," he softly said. 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah." 


"And what are we going to do when five kittens and Mom become six fully grown cats?" 


Grumps twisted on to his back, tiny paws batting at his fingers. "We'll manage. You never know, we might not 
be here for long." 


"True, but still..." 


"We probably won't be down here forever." Gazing up at Dave, he smiled. "Imagine, having our own place. Lots 


of rooms. A rehearsal space. It would be amazing wouldn't it?" 

A hand petted his hair. "Would be brilliant, yeah. But still.” 

"The cats?" 

"Yeah." 

Still smiling, he kissed Dave's jaw. "I've had cats all my life. Nice to have them again. You know, that first night | 
met you was the only night in six years that mine hadn't slept with me. Normally they were all over the 
room." He chuckled. "And they get fucking everywhere." 


"| didn't see any cats at your place." Dave sounded confused. 


"Is ‘cause they're farm cats. They're out hunting most of the time but, when they wanted in to the warm, 
they didn't half let you know." His voice became wistful. "| miss them.’ 


The hand returned to his hair, fingers massaging his scalp. "We're all gonna miss something." 
"Do you miss anything?" he asked. 

Dave sighed, his chest rising and falling. "Yeah, | miss stuff." 

"Like?" 


The redhead became silent and David felt a touch of fear begin to rise. Had he angered him again? Was the 


rage which matched Dave's hair about to make another appearance? 
"You don't have to talk about it," he finally said. 


"Nah, | want to talk about it. What do | miss? Playing. Being on stage. Making music. The whole process that 
goes with it. Its like a part of me's been killed an’ I'll never get it back." 


Stroking his hand over Dave's chest, David murmured, "It ll happen again, | promise." 


Kisses smothered his hair. "That's what | love about you. You're forever optimistic.’ Dave sighed. "You know 


what, Junior?" 
"What?" 


‘lm glad you took a chance on me. Glad you saw something which no one else ever had. Everyone else has 


kicked me around and, when | was told | was on the Shoot to Kill list | thought ‘Good’. Thought that my 


wretched excuse of a life was over. Thought I'd finally be free. But | wasn't. Wasn't free till this guy looked me 
in the eye and told me it was over. Told me that he'd take me home and get me on my way. Told me that | 
was finally free" 


Feeling his heart break, David scooped up Grumps and, holding the kitten tight, he pressed his mouth to Dave's. 
Tears burned his eyes. Never had anyone spoken such words about him and he wondered what would have 
happened if he'd stayed in Jackson What would have happened if he'd only driven Dave to the city limits? 
Would he have regretted it for the rest of his life? 


As their kiss deepened he realised that he would have regretted it. Would have hated himself for the rest of 
his life. And, he suspected, at the first available opportunity, he'd have gone after Dave. 


Behave 


The next morning, Michele whisked Dave away to another part of the station. Because of the ankle tag, there 
was limited places he could work and she'd said something about security. Even in a world barely affected by 
The Crash, violence was still an every day problem, especially among people who had been deprived of their 


normal vehicles. 
Returning, she held out an envelope. "Got an errand for you." 
Looking at her, David raised an eyebrow. 


Michele smiled and brushed hair from her face. It was strange seeing her out of the kitchen, her hair now 
tumbling around her shoulders. "I've got copies of Dave's records. Seems they've done a little digging on him 


and found out that he's from a family of Jehovah's Witnesses." 
David nodded; nothing he didn't already know. 


She gestured to the envelope. "While he's with Paul, you can venture further. | want you to go out, go 
shopping, and him how wonderful Christmas can be. Its your first Christmas with Dave. Make it a special one, 
okay?" 


Rising from the bed, he draped his arms around her neck and hugged her close. "Thank you." 


She stroked his back before pulling away and clasping his face. "You're welcome. Now go. You're burning good 


daylight.” 


The skies above London were grey and threatening snow. But it didn't put a dampener on how he was feeling. 
For the first time in days, he felt happy. No fear rode through him, there was no black cloud threatening to 


drag him under. There wasn't a care in his heart as he wandered the streets, taking in the festivities. 


Wandering from store to store, he gazed at items he couldn't afford, and selected the ones he could. Music 
played in the department story, a constant loop of jangly, happy Christmas tunes, its doors open and welcoming 
him in Decorations, candles, a small tree made from wire and tinsel. Running his hands over a red and white 


Christmas stocking, David smiled. Taking two, he tossed them in to the basket hooked over his arm. 


An aisle of cards and gift wrap loomed before him and his heart skipped a beat. Deep inside of him, the child 
who loved Christmas was waking. He all but skipped down it, fingers flicking through the cards until he found 
one he liked. The words for My Boyfriend At Christmas were picked out in glitter, swirling above the picture of 
two robins snuggled down on a bare tree branch. Picking up some red and gold gift wrap, he collected the 
matching ribbon and mentally worked out how much he'd spent. Realising he had a little left over, David headed 


for the cashier. 

The music store was just as warm, the doors open and radio friendly music playing. David's heart sang with 
joy as he stepped into the store's embrace, the lines of guitars drawing him in. Staring at them, he silently 
studied each one until he saw one which made him smile. 

And it didn't have a tag on it. 


Perfect! 


He all but ran to the counter, the long haired man behind the counter raising an eyebrow as David grinned at 


him. 
"Can | help?" 


David's grin widened. "Yeah. The red Jackson Flying V you have hanging up. Can | put a down payment on it 
please?" 


Reaching for a pad, the man said, "You know they're not built by Jackson any more, don't you? British company 
builds ‘em." 


"How do they play?" 
The man shrugged. "As well as, if not better. Can | take your name." 


David's heart beat faster as he watched the man write. He spelled out his surname and gave his address as 


Victoria Station 

Again the man's eyebrow shot up. "Crash survivor?" 

David nodded quickly, a lump forming in his throat. "Y-Yeah. Is there a problem?" 

The man smiled and shook his head. "No, no problem. Just never had any of you guys asking to buy a guitar. 
Most of you come in, and we never see you again Assume you head back to the States at the first chance 
you get. Nice to meet another player." He held out his hand. "I'm Jack Jack Smith." 


Taking the offered hand, David shook it. "Pleasure to meet you. What do you play?" 


"Guitar." He offered out the pad. "If | can just get you to sign there, David. Then we'll get the guitar tagged for 
you." 


Signing, he smiled and pushed it back across the counter. A pair of stunning blue eyes smiled at him and he 
willingly offered out the last of the cash. A white tag was pulled from a drawer and his name written on it in 


capital letters. The cash was rung into a till and Jack tore off the top copy from the pad. 

"This is yours. Keep up the payments on it and its yours in eight weeks. Looking forward to playing?" 
Flustered, David shook his head. "Me? No. Its for my friend. He plays guitar. l-l play bass." 

"And you're not looking for yourself?" Jack walked around the counter and they walked back towards the door. 


David clutched the receipt, as though his life depended on it. "| am but, you know what it's like. | don't have the 
money right now. My friend, he's been through a lot, so | wanted to do something for him." 


Stopping, Jack leaned against a rack of posters and smiled. "That's really nice of you. Can't imagine what you 
guys are going through over there. | mean, it was bad enough over here when the power went out and shit 
stopped working. You guys." He paused and looked towards the door. "You guys are still rebuilding, right?" 

He nodded. "Right." 


"And | hear it's pretty crazy over there, especially in the cities." 


Memories of New York flashed through his mind, of Big Brother, of the execution grounds, of Dave kneeling on 
the floor, a gun pointed at his head. "Yeah," he murmured. "It's pretty crazy over there." 


"Sorry." Jack pushed himself away and began walking. Stepping over the barrier, he hooked the tag around the 
neck of the guitar and turned to David. "And that's it. Reserved just for you." He gave David another smile. 
"Well, hope to see you again, David. Sure would be good to meet you guys." 


Carefully folding the receipt, David dropped it into one of the bags and gazed at his shoes. "Well, we're looking 
to start a band. I'll bring Dave along after Christmas. See if you've got any advice." 


A friendly hand landed on his shoulder. "You do that. Would be great to chat to you." 

Lifting his head, David smiled. "Thanks. Will do. And, erm, Happy Christmas." 

"Same to you. Have a good one." 

He gave a nod and headed for the door, his new friend waving to him. Outside he leaned against the wall, heart 


racing, and stared through the window, taking in the tag on the guitar. His vision swam a little as he studied it, 
still not quite believing what he'd just done. Soon. Soon it would be Dave's. 


Sitting at the table, David scribbled in the exercise book Beside him lay a photo of their room all decorated for 
Christmas. 


Paper garlands hung from the ceiling and the small tree, decorated with a few tiny baubles, sat atop the chest 
of drawers. Beside it were David's neatly wrapped gifts to Dave, the Christmas card written and waiting to be 
opened. On the wall, hanging from two nails, were the velvety stockings. He'd go scavenging to see if he could 
find anything to go in Dave's. 

December 1185 

Welcome to Christmas, Dave! Youre going fo have a blast. There'll be music, maybe some dancing, good food And, 
of course, the chance to spend time together. I's a chance to spend time with loved ones, and Im planning fo 


spend the entire day with you. 


The door opened and he gazed over his shoulder as Dave walked in. There was a pile of clothing in his hands 


and a satisfied smile on his face. 

"How did it go?" 

Collapsing in to the chair opposite him, Dave's smile remained in place. "Great." 

Relaxing, David trapped the photo in the book and pushed it to one side. As Dave came to, brain no doubt 
switching from work mode, he looked around himself, jaw falling open. Pushing the chair back, David got up and 
walked around the table. 

Draping an arm around his shoulder, he kissed Dave's head. "Merry Christmas." 

Hazel eyes gazed up at him. "You did all of this?" 

"Yeah, with a little help from Michele." 

"Looks good." 

David felt his heart jump. Dave seemed happy, seemed settled The horrors of the program appeared to have 
left his mind, even if it were only for a few moments. Perhaps a job working on the Underground would give 
him a purpose, a way to forget, and to feel whole again. 

Dave pushed himself back and, as with so many times before, David sank into his boyfriend's lap, arms falling 
around his shoulders, nose nuzzling the fiery red hair. He didn't know what it did for Dave but, for him, sitting 
astride his boyfriend's legs was a comfort, a quiet time for them to learn and reconnect. 

Hands stroked his back, Dave's head against his shoulder, breath soft against his cheek. 


"Love you," me murmured. 


A kiss touched his cheek. "Love you too." 


Clasping Dave's face in his hands, he fed the redhead tiny, soft kisses. Dave reacted, sighing happily, his hands 
tightening around David's back. Tongues flicked across lips, silently encouraging the other to open up. Fingers 
crawled up his spine until they clasped the back of his head. Groaning happily, David sank into the blissful 
moment, enjoying the silence and contact. It was something which seemed to disappear, fading to black 


whenever Dave was dragged away from him. 


A knocking at the door pulled them apart. Regretfully David got to his feet and opened it. Michele stood on the 


opposite side, a cardboard folder clasped in one hand. 

"Got Dave's records. Is it okay to go over them with you?" 

David looked over his shoulder. Dave gave him a small shrug and he opened the door for her to step in 
"Would you like a drink?" he offered. 

"Only if you're making one," she replied. "Which, if you are, tea with milk. No sugar.” 

Showing her to the table, he wandered in to the kitchen, the cold stone of insecurity growing in his stomach. 
He wanted to know what the folder held, wanted to see what his lover was subjected to. But, on the flip side, 


he didn't. Didn't want to see how closely the program were watching him. 


Piling mugs of tea and coffee on to a tray, he walked back to the table. Pushing a chair to Dave's side, he slid 
a hand along his boyfriend's thigh, giving it a reassuring squeeze. 


Taking a sip of tea, Michele took out a sheaf of papers and shuffled through them. "David Scott Mustaine, born 
3th September 196l." 


Feeling his eyes go wide, David turned to look at Dave. "The 13th?" he enquired 
Dave nodded, a tight smile on his lips. "Yeah, why?" 

"| was born on the 12th" 

"Of September?" 


Suddenly he felt like he was a teenager again, all jittery and nervous. His hand curled around Dave's and he 


shook his head. "No, November." He gave Dave his tiny, apprehensive smile. "But close enough, right?" 
Dave's smile became a little more normal and he wrapped an arm around David's shoulders. "Close enough." 


Michele gave them a smile and took another drink "Anyway, I've been going through your records. Dave." She 


sighed. "You've got to calm it down" 


Beside him he felt Dave stiffen. "Why? Look, they're pumping me full of all these drugs, which | fuckin’ hate 
because they just make me crarky. They're making me fuck all these chicks. Not that | hate it but, come on, 


they do it at gun point. | have someone else to look after now; | don't wanna be there." 


"And that's exactly the point," Michele said. "You have David. David needs you and if you carry on like you are, 


then soon David won't have you.” 


David had to hand it to her. She knew how to handle Dave, a motherly strictness no doubt born, not just from 
her own children, but from having to look after the multitudes of people who had come through her life. Still 
he could feel Dave's temper flowing through him, boiling beneath the surface and ready to blow. 


"Dave, sweetheart, I'm not going to lie to you. If you carry on as you are then, sooner or later, Paul's going to 
be collecting your body and I'm going to be having the talk with David. And | don't want to do that. | don't want 
to have to comfort a mourning David. And | know that Paul doesn't want to bury you. He spoke of your earlier, 
and spoke very highly of you at that. You're going to be good for him, good for us, and good for the system. 

Your hearts definitely in the right place. Just behave for the next two weeks and then we're going to get you 


out. Two weeks and you'll have your freedom. | promise." 

"Promise?" Dave said. 

"Yes, | absolutely promise that you'll be free and you can start your life. How are the cats doing?" 

David smiled. "They're doing great." He bit his lower lip. "Look, Michele, | have a question” 

"Shoot." 

"Can we keep them? All of them?" 

He'd expected Michele to say no. Instead she smiled and stretched a hand out to him. "Of course you can. | was 
hoping you'd say that. We have a lot of cats and dogs come through the system and we try and rehome them 
with the people we have. Its a good therapy. And on that note, I've got a bigger place coming up after 
Christmas. There's a family moving out and Id like to offer you their flat” 

David frowned. "Flat?" 

She chuckled. "You'd call it an apartment. It's not huge but it's got a separate bedroom, living area, and kitchen. 
There's a bathroom and shower in there as well. t's good for if you want to, well, eventually leave the system. 
We're not going to force you out but, at the same time, you're under no obligation to stay here. You're 


welcome here for as long as you want." 


Looking at Dave, he shrugged. "What do you think?" 


Dave looked at him, seeming to be more relaxed than before. "Do you want to move?" 
I'd love to." 
His boyfriend turned his attention back to Michele. "We'll take it" 


Collecting the papers, she smiled and stood "Then it's yours. I'll leave you to it for now. Look after each other, 
okay?" 


And then she was gone, the door clicking shut in her wake. The excited spirit caught David once more, whirling 


through him, and he crawled back to Dave's lap. 


"Our own place," he murmured. "And you free from the program." Roughly he kissed Dave, overwhelmed when 


he returned his heated caresses. "Merry Christmas, Dave." 


Between kisses, he heard Dave whisper, "Merry Christmas, Junior." 


Merry Christmas! 


Twas the week before Christmas and all through the Underground, no creature had the time to think or breathe as 


preparations went up a gear. 


David didn't know whether he was coming or going. If he wasn't in the kitchen then he was out shopping. If he 
wasn't shopping, he was hanging decorations. If he wasn't hanging decorations, then he was making sure the 
cats were looked after. And once all that was said and done, he could sink in to bed and wrap himself around 


Dave, a few minutes of pleasure before he fell asleep. 
"Yeah, | played piano and saxophone before | took up bass," he murmured. 


His head was nestled against Dave's shoulder, one arm thrown lazily over his chest. The kittens had taken up 
residence in their hair, claws occasionally tugging on strands. Reaching behind him, he untangled one of 
Alchemy's paws before giving the little black cat a head rub. Snowball slithered down Dave's shoulder, legs 
splayed out and body low, before somersaulting on to the bed. Standing up, she shook herself off, gave them a 
tiny mewl and curled up against Dave's chest. Gently Dave stroked her, his hand all but hiding her from view. 


"Must have been neat growing up on a farm," Dave softly replied. 


David chuckled softly. "Not as neat as living in LA. | mean" His voice became breathless. "You were at the 


heart of it all. You saw it alll Cant wait to hear you play. Really, | can't!" 


A smile broke Dave's face and, in his lover's eyes, David could see his excitement reflected back at him. 


Fingers brushed his face and, taking Dave's wrist, he pulled them to his mouth, giving them tiny kisses. 
"Same as, Junior, same as. Can't wait to see you play bass. Bet you're smokin’ good on it." 


Blushing, David lowered his eyes and shook his head. "No, I'm not. Just some kid from the sticks who always 


wanted to be a musician." 


Dave's fingers touched his chin and tilted his head up. David felt his blush deepen further. "Look, if I've invited 
you to be in a band, there's no goin’ back, okay? No matter what, you're in" Dave smiled and winked. "And, like | 


said, | bet you can play like a demon 


Because of Christmas, all program dates were moved, yet David barely noticed his boyfriend slinking away in 
the early hours of Christmas Eve. The only hope he held was that the excitement of the season would not be 
drowned out by it, that it would drive away the effects of the drugs and allow them to enjoy their first real 
holiday together. 


Rubbing the back of his hand across his forehead, he stared at the fifty basted and prepared turkeys. 
Grabbing the first of the trays, he yanked open the door to the massive walk in chiller, dropped them onto a 
bottom shelf and returned for more. 


"Those places are great." Michele dumped a sack of sprouts beside him. "And when you've finished with these 
you'll understand why they are." She grinned and winked. "Walk in chillers; providing scream therapy for chefs 


since goodness knows when" 


Raising an eyebrow, he glared first at the sack and then at her. Her grin widened and she ruffled his hair. 
"Don't worry. We're not cooking on Christmas Day. Paul's crew's doing that. | told him I've done enough for this 


year. lts time for him to show me that he can make gravy." 
Picking up two more trays of turkeys, he placed them into the cold room. "Michele?" 
ieee 

"Why does everyone stay down here?" He shrugged. 'I mean, it's not like America’ 


She leaned against the steel work surface. "Partly because we're nervous it'll happen again. And not to America. 
To us. Partly because we're now responsible for the Underground. While we get help from the police, it's never 
enough. Partly because we still have people like yourselves coming in" She smiled. "And partly because we like 


it. It's a family down here, and families don't fracture apart when everything gets better or worse." 


David felt his curiosity pique. The Underground was huge. He'd heard it was the oldest in the world, no doubt 


taking a lot to maintain and keep running. "How many people live down here?" 


Michele shrugged. "On a good day? Three thousand spread throughout the entire system. We also have old 
community members who now live above ground. They still come in on a daily basis to work. We have about 
fifteen thousand people working throughout the system.’ She caught his shocked look and chuckled. "This place 
is huge. You haven't even seen a fraction of it yet. And, in the event of another attack, we're ready and 


prepared to take many, many more. And it wouldn't be the first time." 

"No?" 

She shook her head "No. The Underground became a popular place to seek shelter during World War 2. There 
are abandoned shelters throughout the system. Shelters which we've restored and brought back online, just in 
case." 


"Do you think itll ever happen again? Another attack." 


Its hard to say. | hope not. But the Cold War is still going on so we don't know what's going to happen. 
Anyway." She grinned and slapped his rear. "Back to work. I'll tell you more as we get this lot finished." 


He felt the bed beside him depress, the darkness still encompassing him. Arms wrapped around him, pulling him 
to a strong, naked chest. Dave's soft scent filled his nose. 


"Junior," was mumbled in his ear. 

"Mmmm..." 

“Junior. You awake?" 

Rolling over, he peered at the shadowy figure beside him. "| wasn't," he murmured. "But | am now." 

A hand ran down his back and to his ass, cupping and squeezing. Reaching behind himself, he uncurled the 
fingers and placed them at his hip. Dave's erection dug into his thigh and David moved his hand between them, 
fingers wrapping around it. 

"Want some help?" he softly asked. 

A "Yeah" was breathed in his ear and he slowly began to stroke, Dave relaxing against him. The fingers crawled 
from his hip to the front of his pajamas, the heel of Dave's hand rubbing back and forth. David felt the heat 
rise, his cock quickly responding. Kissing Dave, he moaned and lifted his hips, encouraging the warm fingers to 
delve beneath the waistband and whisk him off to heaven. 

And they didn't disappoint, sliding past the patchwork material and over his cock. Back and forth they moved, 
teasing his skin, making him purr and whine. When they closed around him, he stiffened, teeth digging in to 
Dave's lower lip. 

Their limbs wound around one another, bodies rocking, hands stroking. Soft pants filled the air, whispers of 
names dancing through the darkness. Clasping the back of Dave's head, David kissed him harder, the aching 
pleasure racing through him. Dave arched against him, strings of warm semen splattering against them. 


Resting his forehead against his boyfriend's, David continued to stroke himself, his own orgasm burning 
through him, body shivering as he moaned Dave's name. 


A shuffling and scratching woke him. 
"Go back to sleep, Junior." 
"s not me," he mumbled sleepily. "Thought it was you." 


"s not me.” 


The shuffling and scratching stopped, only to start again a moment later. Reaching behind him, David fumbled 
around until he found the torch. Switching it on, he aimed it at the clock. 


550am. 
Sweeping the light down the bed, he watched the blankets move, forming a little line between himself and Dave. 
"We got vermin?" Dave hoarsely asked. 


Lifting the blankets, he shone the torch beneath them. A stunned orange face looked at him, eyes wide and 
ears pricked. It instantly began backing off. 


"Nope, not vermin. Just kittens." 

Returning the torch behind them, he reached beneath the covers and closed his hand around the first furry 
body. Placing it between them, he reached back for the next one. Eventually five, furry wriggling bodies were 
settled beside the pillow. 

"Think they're trying to tell us something?" 

"Yeah," Dave mumbled. "Never have kids ‘cause then we'll never get any sleep." 

Chuckling, he ran a hand over the warm, purring mass. "Sleep time, kitties. Feed you in a bit” 

David felt his eyes become heavy, the warm presence of Dave and the cats lulling him back to sleep. 

It didn't last long and twenty minutes later, Dave and himself were sitting in bed watching the tiny animals 
frolic among the blankets. Cups of coffee were nestled in their laps, fingers wrapped around them, a weary 


silence hanging between them. Perhaps it was better that they couldn't reproduce. 


"Well," David began, a swirl of childish glee curling through him, "it is Christmas morning, so.." He looked at 
Dave and grinned. 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "Gifts?" 
"Yeah, gifts." 


Dave slid from the bed and David noticed an almost excited gait as he walked across the room. Gathering up 
the small pile of packages from beneath the tree, he took the one bulging stocking from the wall and returned 
to the bed. Wrapping himself back in the blankets, he looked at David, face filled with nervousness as he 
offered out three badly wrapped gifts. 


Taking them, David grinned and squeezed the first one. "Oh, it's squishy." He gave it a shake. "Doesn't make a 


noise." Smirking, he raised an eyebrow. "Wonder what it could be?" 
"Just open it already, Junior." 


Chuckling, he tore into the red paper and revealed a black toy cat. A red collar was wrapped around its neck, a 


tag dangling from it. Lifting it, David read the inscription. Alchemy. If found, please return to David Ellefson 
Touching Dave's chin, David gave him a quick kiss. "Thank you." 

"s alright. Open your next one." 

He did, the paper being shredded until a square of black cloth lay in his lap. Unfolding it, his confusion 
disappeared as he found himself looking at a t-shirt, the famous Alchemy Gothic skull emblazoned across the 
front. 


"How did you know?!" 


Dave shrugged, a small smile touching his lips. "Saw the skull in your room. Knew | knew it from somewhere. 


Thought you might like it" 

"| love it!" David sighed happily and, tearing off the pajama top, he pulled it on. "Perfect fit! How'd you know?" 
Again Dave shrugged. "Took a look at your other clothes. It" He paused and looked away, as though unsure of 
what to say. Finally his eyes returned to David, sweeping up and down him. "It looks great on you. Really suits 
you. And that's why | brought you the cat. So you could have them both." 

Another chuckle and another kiss, a blush heating his lips. "Thank you." 

"Next one." 

From the corner of his eyes, he watched Dave nervously watch him as he picked away at the paper. When it 
fell away, David found himself looking at a plain cardboard box. Running a fingernail along the sticky tape, he 
pulled the flaps apart and peered in A collection of bottles jostled for space and, slowly, he began to pull them 


out. 


There were several different flavoured lubes and a small tub marked Chocolate Body Paint: In the bottom of 
the box lay a paintbrush and a red silk scarf. 


| want to make you feel sexy," Dave mumbled. 


He brushed his fingertips over Dave's cheek and drew him in for a soft kiss. "You make me feel sexy." He 


smiled against Dave's lips. "But this is going to make me feel even sexier. Thank you." 


Placing his gifts to one side, he nodded to the ones left with Dave. "Your turn" 


The paper didn't last long, filling the air like confetti. Hard, wet kisses rained down on his head when Dave laid 
his eyes on the albums. 


"Maiden?! And The Beatles?! Cool choices!" 


Taking them from Dave's hands, he flipped over The Beatles record. "I remember you singing them on our last 


day in New York And my Mom, she used to sing Love Me Do. Like all the time." He smiled. "Made me think of 
you." 


Dave's hazel eyes widened, a tiny, almost embarrassed smile on his lips. "So its our song?" 
He nodded. "Yeah," he softly replied. "It's our song" 


Dave's body slumped against the wall, the smile still in place. "Never had a song before. Not with anyone 


anyway." 
Nestling close, he laid his head against Dave's shoulder. "Now you do. Hope you like it” 


Lips found his hair. "I'll love it." 


Merry Christmas! Part 2 


Dave tipped the contents of the stocking onto the bed with a gleeful cry. There was candy and fruit, things 
they hadn't seen for years. Buried in amid the bits and pieces he'd scavenged, David had hidden a notebook and 
pen. Clasped in his boyfriend's hands, it looked as though it was made of gold, the look on Dave's face one of 


pure happiness. 


Reaching beneath the bed, David pulled a piece of paper from its hiding place. Taking a deep breath, he held it 


out to Dave. 
"This goes with the notebook. Hope you like it" 


With his heart pounding, he watched as Dave unfolded and read it, the colour draining from his face before he 
let out a scream of "Junior!" Arms went around him, holding him far tighter than he liked, his ribs feeling as 
though they were cracking. He was pushed to the bed and kisses found him, lips hungrily covering him. From 


the corner of his eye, David read the paper clutched in Dave's hand, his soul soaring at his lover's excitement. 


Cherry red Jackson flying V electric guitar reserved for David Ellefson of Victoria Station 
Down payment of £5 paid 


wun 


The Underground had been decorated from top to bottom. Paper chains decorated the ceiling of the station and 
escalators, the sound of a brass band filtering down to them. As they rode the moving stairs, the smell of 
food touched their noses, the excitement building. 


And there, beneath the arches and metal gantries of Victoria train station, was the biggest Christmas party 
he'd ever seen Tables and chairs covered the concourses, a massive Christmas tree stretching to the ceiling, 
the brass band and singers gathered around it. Large, shining baubles hung from the ceiling, the crisp, winter 
sunlight sparkling from them. The small concession stands had been turned in to makeshift bars, smiling people 
standing behind them, all wearing festive costumes. 


Hundreds of people milled around, many clutching glasses. Touching Dave's elbow, he moved them to one of the 


bars, eyes sweeping over what was on offer. 
"What do you want?" 
Beside him, Dave ummed and arred, carefully inspecting the array of bottles. "Whiskey. On the rocks." 


The barman got to work, ice cubes tinkling in to a glass, the brown liquid pouring over them. "And for 


yourself?" 


A scent caught his attention, one of warm spices. "Mulled wine, please." 

He caught Dave raising an eyebrow and, with a small shrug, he smiled. "What?" 

"Wine?" 

"Yeah." He leaned against Dave, an arm snaking around his waist. "Its Christmassy. Tastes nice." 

Dave chuckled and a kiss landed in his hair. "If you say so." 

On one wall a seating chart had been pinned. Each of the large tables had been named after famous London 
roads; Baker Street, The Mall, Downing Street, Knightsbridge and, appropriately, they found themselves sitting 
on Abbey Road. Taking Dave's hand, they wandered among the gathered crowds, a sense of belonging washing 
over David. No one looked at them suspiciously. No one questioned their long hair. No one demanded to know 
why they were holding hands. They had, it seemed, found their perfect family. 

Sitting at the table, David gazed at the place settings. Each one contained a plate, cutlery, glasses, and a single, 
red bauble sitting on the plate. It had been years since he'd seen decorations which weren't handmade and he 


picked it up, letting it roll around his palm, the light bouncing off of it. 


Others joined their table, awkward at first, but soon introducing themselves. A rotund man dressed in a smart 


suit with a heavy gold chain hanging around his neck sat opposite them. 

He smiled and held out his hand. “John Smith. Mayor of London" 

A wave of admiration ran over David and he leaned over the table, taking the man's hand. "David Ellefson" 

"A pleasure to meet you, young man. And your friend?" 

Dave stood and shook the man's hand. "Dave Mustaine.” 

The large man smiled and seated himself. "The pleasure’s all mine. I'm assuming you're both fleeing The Crash?" 
David nodded. "Indeed, sir." 


John laughed heartily. "Please, call me John. None of those formalities. Really can't abide them but you have to 
keep up with tradition. How is it across the pond?" 


Beside him, Dave shrugged. "Still a mess. Still killing people right, left, and centre." 
The Mayor sighed and shook his head. "I've heard some things in my time but, when | found out about what 


those who were left in power were doing, | couldn't believe it. Barbaric. Although we're hardly blame free 


ourselves with the program. I've talked to the Prime Minister about it several times. | mean, we're just about 


back on our feet now so there's no reason for it. People are settling back in to their lives, going about their 
days. The country will right itself without having to force people to reproduce. We've got bigger things we need 
to be focusing on, like finishing our own repairs before giving you a hand to finish yours. What are the 


communities like at the moment?" 


‘Mostly without everything," David replied. "Power, proper sewage, food. | come from a small community so we 


can mostly manage. But in the cities are still a mess. Have you heard of Big Brother?" 


"In New York?" The Mayor nodded. "Yes, I've heard of them. Been trying to find out who runs them but to no 
avail. Never thought that tensions between America and Russia would ever escalate that far. | suppose the 
only up side of it all is that there was no nuclear exchange. The effects of the pulse can be reversed. Not so 
easy when there's little of the land, or the people, left." He clapped his hands and smiled. "Anyway, boys, enough 
of that. Its Christmas Day and time to celebrate. What are you both drinking?" 


woun 


The food was far beyond his expectations, even though he'd spent most of the previous week preparing it. The 
brass band continued to play as they ate, Christmas carols echoing around the gargantuan building. David could 
feel his feet tapping, the urge to sing and dance seeping into him. Instead, he listened to the Mayor, laughing at 
the stories he told. Never had he thought they'd find so many good people in the world, people who were willing 
to hold out their hands to help others. 


"Oh, lIl never forget that faux pas." The Mayor's face was red from laughing, his fork clutched in one, meaty 
hand. "Couldn't believe that the Prime Minister addressed the Premier of China in his own language, only to 
completely mess it up and tell him he had the face of a pig. You should have seen the poor man's face! The 


press had a field day with that one." 

Chuckling, David took another mouthful of meat. "Did he get reelected?" 

"The Prime Minister? Unfortunately, yes. Could think of a hundred more men suitable for the job and that one 
gets back. I'll tell you what, | reckon the national elections are rigged. l'm sure you see the same in America. 
There's always the popular one and, for some reason, especially over here, they never seem to get in. They 
always lose by a few votes. Shame really because we could have had some really good leaders." He grinned and 
winked. "Might run for it myself next time. More wine?" 


"Yes, please." Holding out his glass, David watched as the red liquid swirled in to the glass. 


Dave did the same and, with their glasses refilled, the Mayor called a toast. "To the end of one year, and the 


beginning of another. To friends, old and new." 


Glasses were clinked and drinks were sipped, the words echoing around them. 


woun 


They danced around the Christmas tree, wine glasses clutched in hands, arms around one another, faces 
pressed close. The Christmas songs filled him with joy, the warmth of his love for Dave joining them. Lips slid 
over his, his nose pressed to Dave's cheek as they kissed. 

‘Love you," Dave murmured. 


"Love you too. Happy first Christmas, Dave." 


Dave's arm tightened around him, the kiss deepening. "Happy Christmas, Junior.” 


woun 


The kitchen was dark and empty, any staff having long ago finished and cleaned up. Hitting the lights, he 
dragged Dave through the door before pushing him against it, hands clawing at his lover's clothes, lips bruised 
by their kisses. The alcohol rode through them, warming them, and making inhibitions disappear. 


Their clothes were tossed away, bare feet pattering against the tiled floor as they ran through the kitchen. 


Looking over his shoulder, David, swept a handful of hair from his face and laughed. "Come on then! You want 


it, you gotta catch it!" 


Dave stood beneath the glaring lights, shoulders hunched and heaving, hair hanging before his face, and a 
bottle of lube clutched in one hand. A smirk crossed his lips and, with a squeal of delight, David ran, dodging 
around the ovens and zipping between the stainless steel surfaces. Heading for the door, he doubled back, 
nipping around Dave and back around the ovens. 


Hands grabbed at him, pulling him back as he screamed. Slammed against Dave's body, he tilted his head back 
and grinned. His boyfriend's face mirrored his own, filled with lust and mischief. Fingers wrapped around his jaw, 
holding his head tight as lips were crushed against his own in another searing kiss. Groaning, he arched against 
the redhead, feeling Dave's erection dig into the back of his leg. 

Digging his teeth into Dave's lower lip, he pulled away. "You got me. Now what you gonna do?" 

Dave's tongue wound around his ear, outlining the shell. "Gonna give you another Christmas gift: 


‘Oh, really. Well, it had better be good" 


The redhead rocked his hips, his cock pressing against David's ass. "Oh, yeah. It's really good. Trust me, you're 


gonna love this one." 


Dave slid a hand down his body and to his cock, gently moving back and forth and making David weak at the 
knees. He felt his body give in, knees going weak and, reaching behind himself, he took Dave's free hand and lead 


him across the kitchen. 


Resting his elbows on one of the work surfaces, he arched his back gazed over his shoulder, a smirk on his 


lips. Looking Dave up and down, he purred. "Come on then, Daddy. Come and give me my Christmas gift" 


Cool liquid was worked in to his skin, fingers pressing against his entrance and entering him. Laying his head 
against the cool metal surface, David whined, back dipped as he presented his ass. 


"Want you," he purred. 
"And you're gonna get me." 


The bottle was placed beside his head and fingers wrapped around his hips, Dave slowly pushing into him. David 
groaned, eyes rolling back, the exquisite feelings firing through his veins. His body reacted, cock aching for 


attention, soul calling to his lover's. 


Dave's hands crept over him, as though learning every inch of him again. They swept over his flanks and along 
his ribs, making him chuckle and squirm. Braced against the counter, David rocked with him, a blissful sense of 
ease settling over him. Gone were the mornings of washing away the excess of the program. Gone were the 
spiteful words he'd had to shoot down. Gone was Dave trying to harm him. Now they had all the time in the 


world, trapped in a moment he didn't want to end. 


Dipping his back, David stretched behind himself and wrapped an arm around Dave's neck, hand clasping the 
waves of thick hair. Their lips found one another, warm, gentle kisses exchanged. Tips of tongues pressed 
against mouths, silently begging the other to give in and surrender. 


"Love you," he whispered. 

Beneath his lips, he felt Dave gasp. "Love you too." 

Two words which could heal wounds and stop wars. Two words which they both so desperately needed to hear. 
Words which whisked them away from the stations and tubes of the Underground. Took them away from the 
horrors of all that had happened. 


"Can | come, Daddy?" 


Dave purred, fingers tightening around him. His boyfriend gave a particularly rough thrust, burying himself as 


deep as he could. "Course you can. Come as much as you want." 


Slipping a hand from the surface, David teasingly walked it down his body and to his cock Closing his fist 
around his length, he gasped, body momentarily tightening. And then it began, Dave pounding in to him, taking 
him to places he never thought he'd see. Resting his head against the silver surface, he braced himself, ass 
presented to his boyfriend. They moved together, their voices joining, names echoing around the kitchen, 


fingers clawing at flesh and steel. 

The energy within burst, flooding his body with the endorphins he'd been chasing. Arching his body away from 
the steel surface, his screams were captured in Dave's mouth, feeding his lover and pushing him to the brink. 
Their orgasms tore through them, rocking them, and sending shudders over their skin 


Relaxing, David panted, hair sweatily stuck to his forehead. "I needed that." 


A kiss was placed in the small of his back. "You ain't the only one. Happy Christmas, Junior." 


Code Zero 


New Year's rolled around all too quickly and David found himself back in the kitchen, slaving over a hot stove. 

Dave had slipped away, the voices calling him, telling him it was time join the program again. The holidays were 
over. 

They were half way through dinner preparation when the kitchen’s walkie radio crackled. 

Michele snatched it up. "Go ahead." 

Standing at one of the work surfaces, a knife in his hand, David watched as the colour drained from her face. 


"Copy that. Thank you." She looked up at him. "The program's gone in to lock down. We gotta go." 


He went to ask her why, his body suddenly feeling cold, but she'd turned her attention back to the radio. 
"Michele to system control. Do you copy?" 


"Yes," crackled from it. 


| need you to clear all track and stations between Victoria and Vauxhall. We've got a code zero at the 


program" 

"Copy that, Michele. Give me ten minutes. Over.” 

"Thank you. Over." She pressed the button again. "Michele to sheds. Do you copy?" 

"Go ahead," the radio hissed, 

"Can you get the wagon to southbound Victoria line, please? Over.” 

The reply came through, "Copy that, Be with you in ten minutes, Michele" 

"Thank you. Over 

She took a deep shuddering breath and looked at him, her face ashen. "Lets go” 

David felt himself shake as he followed her, both of them breaking in to a run Their footsteps echoed through 
the arched tunnels, others joining them, all going in the same direction Panic burned through him, the unknown 
blurring his mind. He wanted to know what was happening but the sense of urgency stopped him. There was no 


time for explanations, not until whatever the code zero was had passed. 


Stopping at a heavy door, Michele punched sequences of numbers in to a series of keypads. Heaving the door 


open, she ushered everyone in to a gun lined room. Leading him in, she handed him a semi-automatic rifle and 


several clips. 


| pray to God that you don't have to use that. But, if you do, know that no one down here will ever judge 


you. 


"Done this before?" he asked, voice shaking. 


"Once." She wrapped him in a bullet proof vest and hung a gas mask around his neck before fetching her own 


weapons. 


Around them, people calmly prepared themselves, collecting guns and putting on protective clothing. No one 
spoke, the silence a bitter taste in his mouth. A radio was clipped to the front of his vest, crackling to life 


when it was switched on 
Michele's radio hissed. "System control to Michele. Do you copy?" 
"Go ahead." 


Lines and stations are clear. Holding all traffic between Victoria and Vauxhall until you clear it. Wagon's at 


southbound Victoria platform. God speed to you. Over." 


"Copy that. Thank you." Clipping the radio to her own vest, she turned to the assembled crowd of men. "Let's 
go!" 


The train swayed through the tunrels, a vision of black and a far cry from the red, white and blue trains 
which whisked people around the capital. 


Tapping his foot, David nervously played with the buckles of the vest, cautiously surveying everyone else. His 
whole body was tight, the threat of vomiting rising as he listened to Michele. 


"Okay, you know the drill but we'll go over it one more time. One or more persons have triggered a code zero. 
This could be assault, a drug reaction, or an all out riot. We won't know until we get there. The women will 
have been escorted out first which buys us this time. Then they'll go after the men. Those who have caused 
the alarm will be shot. If in doubt, they'll just shoot everyone. That's what we have to stop. 


We'll go in through the back door. The stairwell leads straight up to the rooms. Direct anyone down to me and 
Ill get them on to here. Some will run, some may stay. We'll save who we can The building will be on lock down 
You can override the main locks on each floor using the code nine-nine-rine-one. The door locks will still be in 

use so you'll either have to shoulder or kick the doors in Make sure to check the room's monitors before you 


go in. 


The actual breeding rooms are spread over floors one through four. Team three, you'll take David with you. 
He's from a farming community in Minnesota and a crack shot so you'll be fine. Use him to cover the corridor. 


Three man teams are to go to each room and rescue who you can. If you come under attack from anyone, 


shoot to disable, not to kill. 


We have three men in there today. Michael Steven Anderson, Neal Robert Hudson, and David Scott Mustaine. 
Bring them back whether dead or alive. 


Any questions?" 


There were quiet murmurings. Michele nodded as the train began to slow. "Good luck to you all. And don't 
forget, no matter what happens, I've always got your backs." 


The building was grey and imposing, its windows blacked out to prevent anyone looking in. Cameras lined the 
walls and the building, whirring to watch as they moved around the back. Taking a keypad from her pockets, 
Michele stuck the plastic key card into the lock, wires connecting it back to the device. A few seconds of 
tapping the keys released the door and the swarmed in. 


The adrenaline raced though him, sharpening his senses and killing the fear as he followed his team up the 
stairs. Yanking open a door, they flooded the third floor, David's eyes sweeping back and forth. 


Alarms screamed, deafening them, and red lights flashed above every room. Flicking the safety off, he sent up 
a quick prayer and shot the two uniformed, gas masked and armed men who stepped into into the opposite end 
of the corridor. They went down, their screams of pain audible over the alarms. 

"Locks are disabled!" one of the team screamed. 

Another tapped him on the shoulder, and they gave one another a short nod. Standing back to back, they 
covered the length of the corridor, waiting for the next wave of guards to arrive. Four teams of three went 
door to door, checking them before kicking them in and directing a wave of young men towards the door they'd 
come through. 

"We've got a shooter!" 

Gasping, David turned to see where the voice had come from. 


One of the team waved to him. "We need cover!" 


Another man stepped in to his place, gun sighted down the corridor. Running to the room, David took a look at 
the name plate beside it and felt his heart drop. 


David Scott Mustaine. 

Fuckfuckfuckfuck. 

Glancing at the tiny black and white monitor beside the door, he watched a naked and armed Dave careen 
around the room, a pistol in his hands. The rooms were exactly as Michele had described; clinical and containing 
nothing more than a bed, a sink, and a toilet. 

"Where the fuck did he get that?!" someone bawled. 


"God only knows," another replied. 


An intercom was fixed to the side of the door. Turning it on, David leaned close to it, hoping that the alarms 
were quieter in the room than they were in the corridor. 


"Dave! Dave, its Junior! Look at me." 

The grainy figure stilled and turned to look at the camera. 

‘lm here to get you. Put the gun down" 

Dave shook his head, instead lifting the gun and pointing it at the door. 

"Dave, please! I'm not going to hurt you. You know I'm not” 

From behind him, someone shouted, "We're running out of time. Gotta clear this place out!" 

With his heart pounding, David tossed the gun's strap across his body and threw it behind himself. The first 
time he'd pointed a gun at Dave, the redhead had been terrified. Terrified enough to wet himself. This time he 
was terrified, pissed off, and armed. Not a good combination. 

Taking a run up, he shouldered the door, people screaming behind him as the wood bounced off the inside wall. 
Sweat beaded along his back as he held out his hands, palms upward and shaking, slowly walking towards his 
boyfriend. 


"Dave, give me the gun" 


Wild hazel eyes framed by a mess of flaming red hair stared at him. Blood dribbled from his nose and 
scratches marked his body. Dave's hands shook, his fingers wrapped tightly around the weapon. 


David held out his hand. "Please, Dave. For me." 


Another shake of the head. 
From outside came the cry of, "We gotta get out! Shoot him and let's go!" 


A strange serenity washed over David, as though facing death at the hands of his boyfriend was nothing. He 
took slow, deliberate steps up to him, matching Dave's own, trembling movements. Slowly, he laid a hand over 
Dave's, fingers wrapping around the gun. He knew he was going to have to hurt his boyfriend, but it would be 


momentary and over in a heartbeat. 


"| love you," he murmured. "I love you so, so much, and this is the end now. No more program, no more drugs, 
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no more nightmares. Just you, me, and a whole bunch of life together. I've got you now." 


Twisting his wrist to the left, he took Dave's hand with him, the redhead howling with pain as his wrist 
cracked, fingers giving way. Snatching the gun from them, David tossed it behind him. Draping an arm around 
Dave's shoulders, David hauled him from the room. Ahead of them, the last of the team were leaving, 
gunshots popping the air. Stumbling along the corridor, he made for the door through which they'd come. From 
behind them, came the distinct sound of a launcher being fired Gas began to stream around them, his eyes 
quickly prickling. Dragging the gas mask from around his head, he pulled it over Dave's, settling it over his 
mouth and eyes. Pulling the scarf from around his neck, David used it to cover his own nose and mouth, the 


choking gas already swelling his eyes. 


He stumbled and strained, keeping Dave in a straight line before the gas began to take its full effect. His lungs 
burned, his eyes watered, blinding him. Weakened, he fell against the wall, Dave stopping beside him. 


"Don't stop!" he coughed. "Through the door. Downstairs. Michele." 


Doubled over, he gave Dave one last push, his boyfriend slipping away as he fell to his knees, the blindness and 


searing agony finally taking over. 


Sacrifice 


The room was blindingly bright, the migraine eating away at his brain. He didn't know how long he'd been there, 


the lights having gone on and off several times since his arrival. 


The walls were tiled white and, along one wall, was a long mirror, no doubt a window. The room was empty bar 
a mattress on the floor, and a toilet-cum-sink in one corner. A shower head hung in another corner, the 
water turned on seemingly at random. Cameras hung in all four corners. There was no clock, the trail of time 


as slow as the coming of spring. 


Curled on the mattress, David stared at the wall, knees against his chest. He didn't know how he'd gotten in to 
the room, nor who had brought him. Yet it didn't feel good, a hopeless void filling his soul. It felt as though he 


were dead, waiting for his coffin to arrive. 


He wondered if anyone knew where he was. Wondered if Dave had survived. Or did he languish in the same 


building as David? Was anyone even looking for him? 


The grey clothes he'd been dressed in itched, yet he did nothing to stop it, too numb to even lift his head. 
Three times a day, a small door in the wall would unlock, food and medication behind of it. He didn't know what 
the tablets were yet not taking them was to no avail. Screeching sounds were played in to the room, the 
temperature turned either up or down until he took them. Whatever they were, they were slowly killing the 
pain he felt, the tears having dried up. 


"David Warren Ellefson," a monotone voice boomed through a speaker. He didn't move, didn't look up. What was 
the point? 


"Formally of Jackson, Minnesota, now of London, England. Born I2th November 1964. You have been charged and 
found guilty of injuring two government workers. You have also been charged and found guilty of breaking and 
entering a branch of the Worldwide Re-population Program. Your sentence is life imprisonment at the 


Hammersmith Maximum Security Prison" 
"No," he murmured, the fight slowly beginning to return. Shuffling to his knees, David stared up at one of the 
cameras. In the wall long mirror, he saw himself grin the smile of the insane. Spreading his arms, he laughed. 


"Come on then! Why don't you just kill me, huh?" 


"We do not have the death penalty here in the UK. However, if we did, you would now find yourself under a 


sentence of death. Your escort will be with you shortly." 


Falling back to the bed, he laughed. Laughed long and hard, laughed until his sides ached. Laughed a harsh, cruel 


sound which mirrored how he felt. 


Eventually the door opened and six men walked in. All wore identical black tactical uniforms, guns slung by their 


sides, their faces hidden behind what he could only assume were breathing apparatus. Hands grabbed at him 
and hauled him to his feet. Screaming, he fought and kicked, landing several blows until his arms were forced 
behind him. A gag was pushed between his teeth, the rubber strip silencing him. Handcuffs were locked around 


his wrists and hands hooked under his elbows and legs, lifting and carrying him from the room. 


wun 


The cell was a grey room, the ceiling somewhere high above him, a single light embedded at its heart. Like 
clockwork, it went on and off, waking and sending him to sleep. There was no window, the only light coming from 
above, the only passage of time the coming and going of the electric glow above. In one corner was the 
obligatory toilet, sink, and shower. A concrete bed was bolted to one wall, a thin mattress and blanket his only 
warmth. Cameras watched his every move, a metallic voice barking should he do anything wrong. 


No one came to see him, no one spoke to him. He was never let out of the cell, the thick, metal door 
permanently locked. Meals and medication arrived via a small door in the wall, the same bland food served 
three times a day. No books, no paper, no pens, nothing. All he had was the inside of his mind, the memories 
and the brief weeks of happiness he had known. Communications with the outside world were banned, as was 
reading. That way there was nothing to get the pathetic souls excited and everything to keep them sated and 


silent. 


They had left him with one thing. The silver ring on his left hand, a constant reminder of what he'd lost. He 
had debated taking it off yet, despite the years which stretched before him, David found it a comfort. 


Slowly his sanity seeped away, the passing of the days etched in hashes on the wall. Plastic forks were what 
he used. Too pathetic to kill himself with, they somehow bit away at the brickwork, leaving behind a perfect 
line. Below the rows of hashes, he'd managed to scratch a tiny picture, one which resembled two stick figures 


and six circles. 


Not even the safety razor they had given him was enough to end his pathetic life. His arms were marked with 
his pain, red welts and scabbed cuts showed where his nails had raked over them. Never had he cut into 


himself deep enough to do any real harm, the blood seeping through before quickly stopping. 


Sitting against the wall, David stared at the grey brickwork, counting the hashes. After a while he stopped. 


There were too many, double digits about to roll over into triple numbers. 

Did anyone remember him? Did they even know where he was? How was Dave? How were the cats? 

He'd long ago given up hope of getting out. Given up hope of anyone remembering him. No one wanted him and 
he had been little more to Dave than a way out of the States. No doubt the redhead had moved on and found 
someore else. Probably had a nice little apartment above ground and was making a nest for himself, the cats, 


and whoever he'd fallen in love with. 


Raking his hands through his hair, he groaned. / gave my life so you could live the one you've never had. 


The wall beeped and, getting to his hands and knees, David crawled towards it. Opening the small door, he took 
out the tray and glared at it. Tasteless mush and bread, followed by a chaser of water and anti-psychotic 


medication. 


Slamming the door shut, he hunkered down on the floor and contemplated the plastic tray. There was nothing 
left to live for. Nothing left to eat for. He may as well just curl up and die. 


Placing the tray to one side, he glared at one of the cameras, drew his knees up and wrapped his arms around 


them. Minutes passed, slowly ticking away. 

"Eat!" the voice commanded, echoing around the cell. 

Looking up at the tiny speaker, he gave the camera the finger. 
"Eat!" 

"Why?!" he replied. "Give me one good reason why?!" 

The voice was silenced, not used to someone retaliating. 


Finally it spoke, "You do not want to know what we will do if you do not eat. This is your fifty forth warning 


for refusing food and medication. We will take action if we must" 

Spitting on the floor, David got to his feet. "Do it then! Do whatever you want to me. | don't care any more!" 
Fine. You want action then you've got it. If you do not do as you are told then your case will not be continued. 
It will be terminated and you will remain here forever. And once the case is terminated, then we will take real 
action. That you do not want to see." 

David felt himself raise an eyebrow. "My case?" 


‘Oh yes." The voice sounded as though it was chuckling. "Eat up and all shall be revealed” 


Taking a deep breath, David looked at the meal. Sinking to the floor, he began to eat. 


The light finally clicked off and David was left alone with his thoughts. Through the walls he was sure he could 
hear other voices. The voices of those he shared a building with. They laughed, screamed, cried, and pleaded. 
Their sounds hammered through his brain, tormenting him, the voices of his frayed sanity raising to meet 


them. 


Closing his eyes, he let the movie of his life play out, twisting the ring around his finger. Growing up, learning 
to play bass, working on the farm, birthdays, Christmases, meeting Dave. A smile twitched his lips. It was the 
same dream he had every night. The one where he fell in to Dave's arms and never looked back, a sunset 
before them, the horrors behind them. He wondered if what the voice had said were true. Was something 
happening with his case? A light sweat prickled his skin, making the grey, woollen clothes stick to him. His heart 
picked up, blood thundering through his skull. Was the case against him falling apart? 


The days, he assumed, came and went, counted only by the light and the meals. Sitting beneath the pitiful 
excuse for a shower, he ran the sliver of soap across his body. Shaving seemed pointless, but he did it 
anyway, the almost blunt razor nicking at his skin. It was another ritual, another way to keep in touch with the 


life he had once had. 


The door beeped and the water turned off. Crawling across the floor, he opened it to find a rough, threadbare 
towel and a clean uniform. Tossing the old one in, he quietly dried off and pulled on the fresh clothes. Sitting 
around naked wasn't allowed. Nor was masturbation He'd tried both before he'd been threatened by the voice 


and finally his libido had faded to nothing, stolen along with his life. 
Too young to die. Too young to live. Too young to remember what life was once like. 
Curling on to the mattress, he resumed staring at the wall, the only thing afforded to those who assaulted 


government workers. Nothing left except his thoughts, and the silent prayers he sent up to retain the little of 


his sanity which remained. 


The Painful Cost of Freedom 


"Inmate Ellefson" The voice woke him with a start. Sweeping the hair from his face, he looked around himself. 


The light was still off and he could hear the blood pounding through his skull. 
The light clicked on. 


"Your case has been settled," it continued. "Blood money has been paid to your two victims and you are free to 
go. However, there is a condition to your freedom. You will attend the UK branch of the Worldwide Re- 
population Program once a week. Should you fail to attend, you will be shot. Should you escape while in their 


custody, you will be shot. Do you understand?" 


David felt his head swim and he slumped against the wall, breathing heavily. Hugging his knees, he stared at the 
wall. He was getting out but the condition attached.. At least he would be mostly free. Free to see Dave. Free 
to hug the cats. Free to thank whoever had brought his freedom. 


"Your clothes and your ankle tag are in the locker. Once you are dressed, the door will unlock and you will be 


free to leave." 


Stumbling towards the small door, he yanked it open and pulled out the pile of clothing. He stared at them as 
though they were long lost friend, unsure of what to do or say. Sitting on top of it was a black, plastic 


bracelet, its unpickable lock almost threatening him. 


Dragging off the grey uniform, he tossed it to one side and pulled on his jeans. They'd been cleaned since he'd 
been imprisoned, the one act of kindness from the prison system. Pulling his t-shirt over his head, he added 
the jacket over the top and shoved his feet into his sneakers. Gazing at the bracelet, David sighed. He could 
feel his throat drying and it was with a heavy heart that he locked it around his right ankle. The lock shot 


home, clicking shut with a very definite noise. 


Beside him, the door unlocked and swung open. Three uniformed and masked men stepped in. Taking a deep 


breath, he joined them, the cell door swinging shut as they moved in to an equally oppressive hallway. 


woun 


They passed through doors and walked along corridors designed to disorient a person. David felt a spark of 
happiness and hope return, a spring finding its way in to his step. Walking from the building, the passed 
through three sets of impenetrable gates, armed guards watching their every move. 


And then he was on the street, a few cars driving by, people going about their business. Feeling suddenly tired, 
he looked around himself, taking in the sun, the smells, and the sounds he'd long forgotten about. It was an 


assault on his senses, disorientating and making him feel ill. 


"David!" 


Swinging around, he found himself looking at Michele. She leaned against a bus, a smile on her face, and her 
arms held out. Feeling tears begin to prick his eyes, he ran and threw his arms around her. She hugged him 
close, her hands soothingly rubbing his back. The tears finally came and he cried with body shuddering sobs, 
the fear and anguish of the past months melting away. He didn’t think he'd ever see daylight again. Didn't think 
he'd see his friends. Didn't think he see Dave. 


"IFs okay," she cooed. "It's over now. It's all over. You're safe now." 
"You-you didn't have to do it!" he wailed. 
"Get you out? Oh, David." Stepping back, she cupped his face, her own mirroring his sadness. "You have such a 


long life ahead of you. | couldn't leave you in there. And sweetheart, trust me, you are worth every penny.” 


Taking his hand, she tugged him towards the bus. "Come on. There's someone who's dying to see you." 


wun 


"Sorry it took so long to get you out. The negotiations with the injured guards families took longer than | hoped 
they would" 


The bus swayed along the nearly empty roads of central London and David took in the scenery. Gone was the 
cold of winter, to be replaced by the warmth of the summer. 


"s alright," he murmured. 

Her hand stroked his knee. "Please don't feel guilty, will you? The money, it means nothing. It came from the 
profits of the Underground. We had a meeting and it was agreed to get you out. We'd do it for anyone and we 
hope that, if you were in the same situation, you'd do the same." 


He nodded before looking up at her, his heart filled with dread. "How's Dave?" 


She turned her attention back to the road. "Baring up. He's gone a little crazy at times but nothing we haven't 
been able to handle. He feels guilty for putting you in that position We've done some work with him and he 
seems to be letting go of those feelings. Hopefully seeing you will wash it all away." 


"Work?" 


“Counselling, things like that. Let him get it out. The good news is he's out of the program and working full time 


with Paul. It's given him something to focus his attention on" 


"And l'm in it," he muttered. 


"| know," she said "And just as we got Dave out, we'll get you out as well. It was part of the deal for getting 


you out. We've got everything set and you'll never have to go there. | promise." 

He managed to smile, the words making him feel better. "And the cats?" 

Michele chuckled. "Dave's managed to look after them. We've moved you to the flat | promised at Christmas. 
They're growing up quick but they're still very playful. You've got five very excitable handfuls when you get 
back." 


"Grumps," he murmured, remembering his little cat. "ls Grumps okay?" 


"The one with the disfigured jaw? He's doing just fine. Actually he's the most active of them. Got the cutest 
little face. You're going to fall in love all over again" She laughed warmly and nudged him with her elbow. "Dave 


better watch out because | think your affections are going to be diverted." 


Chuckling, he pulled his feet on to the seat, arms on his knees as he watched the world go by. It looked so 
different from when they arrived. So alive. 


"Michele?" 

"Yes?" 

‘Is it safe to go above ground?" 

Her hand petted his hair. "Of course it is. You fancy taking in more of London?" 

"Yeah, | do." 

"Well when you're feeling better, and when we've got that tag off of you, you're welcome to go roaming 
wherever you want. It'll be a pleasure to see you go, even if it's only for an hour or so. You two need time to 


properly bond. What with everything here and in the States, you really haven't had that chance. You just upped 


and ran. Now it's time for you to properly hunker down and start planning your future." 


woun 


They'd parked behind the station and, standing in the blinding sunlight, David looked up at the huge Victorian 
building before him. They were surrounded by buildings, right in the heart of London, and he couldn't quite 
believe he was seeing it again. People bustled around them, ignoring the man with the lank hair and dead eyes. 


A hand gently stroked his back and he looked at Michele. 
She gave him a soft smile. "Welcome home, David." 


He felt a lump begin to form in his throat, the tears threatening to come again. Taking his hand, she slowly 


lead him through the archway and in to the clamour of the station. As silent as ghosts, they walked to the 
Underground station, taking the stairs and moving between the crowds. Taking a card from her pocket, Michele 
activated the barriers and lead him through. 


Walking through an anonymous white door, they made their way along the winding corridors, the noise of the 
stations left behind. Stopping before a door, she handed him a key, a treble clef keyring dangling from it. 


"Your new home," she said softly. "And, beyond that door, someone whose heart will always belong to you." 


Taking a shuddering breath, he looked at the door. A small, metal 2 sat at its heart and, just below it, was a 


metal plaque. 
David Ellefson and Dave Mustaine. 

Her hand was in his back as he reached for the lock, watching as he opened the door and walked in 
And then she was gone, leaving him alone. 


He found himself standing in a living area, a couch, coffee table, and record player in one corner. Bookshelves 


and cupboards lined a wall. Across the room was a table and set of chairs. 
And sitting at the table was the one person he'd never forgotten 


Slowly Dave rose to his feet, face filled with sadness and heartbreak. His eyes were bloodshot, his cheeks wet 
with what were obviously tears. Shaking, he held out his hands, waiting for David to come to him. 


"David" His voice was barely there, quiet and laden with pain 
Looking at him, David felt his heart break before healing. Closing the distance between them, he flung his arms 


around his lover's neck. Arms tangled around him, picking him up and holding him close. Against his chest, he 
felt Dave shudder, the sobs beginning again. His own tears came, his body shuddering. 


Coming Home 


Author's Notes: 
Apologies if these are taking a little longer to appear! :) 


As he had done with Dave, so Dave now returned the favour. Sitting on the floor of the wet room, Dave held 
him, hands tender and loving as he washed away the previous months. Slumped against his boyfriend, David 
watched the water swirl down the plug, the black bracelet still locked around his ankle. It leered at him, a 
harsh laughter ringing through his ears. 


You got out. But at what cost, Joo-ne-ah? Now you've got to sacrifice everything to that program. Got fo go 
back there. And you know they're goma treat you lke shit because of what you did. Shoulda stayed in prison, boy. 
At least you were mostly safe there. 


Tangling his fingers in his hair, he groaned and pulled, strands snapping. Hands ran along his arms, Dave cooing 
in his ear. They'd still yet to speak a word to one another, but David could feel the love radiating from Dave, 
the gentle touches and soft noises soothing the screaming in his head. 


The water was turned off and towels wrapped around him before he was lifted and carried through the 
apartment. The living area came and went and he carried into a bedroom, his weary body laid on the bed. A 
few stubs of candles flickered on reclaimed wooden shelves. Their bed was covered with a number of 
patchwork and donated blankets and pillows, arranged so that he would be comfortable. 


The towels stroked over his skin, drying away the crystal droplets of water, the hands which bore them 
tender and loving. Slowly he felt his soul begin to return, the ache of his lost time and the love he held for 


Dave creeping back. 


His limbs were eased in to soft, warm pajamas and the covers of the bed pulled over him. They still hadn't 
spoken; everything which needed to be said had been done through touch alone. 


Dave lay beside him, face soft in the candlelight, eyes filled with concern. A hand came to rest on David's hip, 
moving in gentle circles. The warmth of human touch was enough to make the tears return, body heaving as 


he sobbed. 


The hand moved to his shoulder, drawing him into an embrace. Curling around Dave, he cried, finally getting the 
protection he'd needed for so long. The walls were gone. The voice was gone. The guilt he'd felt at his 
relationship with Dave had gone. Everything which had held him prisoner, both physically, and mentally, had 


gone, leaving him free to be his own person. 


He woke to the feeling that someone, or something, was staring at him. It was a feeling he'd grown used to, the 


prison having tracked his every move. Still, it unsettled him. 
Rolling over, he saw Dave standing in the doorway, body limp against the frame. 


“There's. Well." Dave scratched his head, hair tangled around his face. "There's some things who would like to 


see you." 


Wrapping the blankets around himself, David got up and padded in to the lounge. Milling around were the cats. 
No longer were they small, squeaking balls of fluff. Instead, they were small and sleek, fast turning in to adults. 
David had still to break his silence, the months inside forcing his voice to nothing. Yet he felt the warmth of 
love begin to break through the barriers, slowly picking away at the months of isolation It was strange to be 
back among humans. Strange to eat proper food, food which had, in the first instance, made him vomit, his 


body not yet ready to accept it. 


Sitting on the floor, he held out his hands. The five little ones and Sophie just stared at him as though he were 
some alien being. The warmth began to fade and he let his hands fall to his lap, eyes gazing down at them. 


He looked to Dave and his boyfriend just shrugged. Even the cats didn't want him, unable to recognise the pale, 
fragile being before them. 


Something nudged at his elbow and, as he lifted his arm, a fluffy grey and white cat climbed into his lap, looked 
up at him and squeezed its eyes shut. Purring like an engine, Grumps settled down, paws and head on David's 
knee. Over the following moments, he found himself surrounded as each of the quickly growing cats clambered 
over him. Finally Sophie sat before him and he reached out to stroke her, her rumbling happy body comforting 
him. 


"David?" 


Dave stood in the doorway, the exercise book they'd been given so many months before clasped in his hands. 


Now it was battered, held together by tape, the cover wrinkled. He held it out. 
"| made this for you." 


Curious, David took it and, with Alchemy and Snowball perched on his shoulders, opened it. Beyond his own 


scribblings and photos were pages of Polaroids. 
Each one was of the cats. 
And each was numbered. 


Through smiles and sniffles, David looked through them, watching the kittens slowly grow. Dave had known he 


wouldn't see these moments and had taken the time to document them forever, no doubt hoping that David 


would one day be able to see them. 
With a lump in his throat, he looked to Dave and smiled. "Thank you." 


Dave's face contorted with emotion, and he knelt before David, arms sliding amid the cats to hold him. They 
were the first words he'd spoken since crossing the threshold. 


woun 


Curled on a couch, David rested his weary body against Dave's. A blanket covered their legs and Dave's arm 
was draped protectively around his shoulders. Sophie sat between them, watching as the kittens played, jumping 
and climbing over everything. They made moves on David's legs, claws digging in as they worked towards his 
lap. He made no move to help them, waiting until there was a bundle of sleek fur on his legs before he laid his 


hands on them. 


He didn't want to talk about his time in prison. Didn't want to talk about the mental torment. Hell, he didn't 
want to talk at all, preferring the silence to the multitude of questions he knew Dave had. Instead, a strained 
quietness hung over them, Dave not sure of what to say, or do, and David not willing to do anything. He had 
yet to offer his boyfriend even the slightest sliver of physical attention, something he knew would be eating 
away at the redhead. Dave needed attention, no matter whether it was good or bad, to function, and David was 


surprised he'd yet to go off the deep end, demanding that something be done. 
"Michele told me | had to give you time," Dave quietly said. 
Ah, that explained a lot. Explained why the temper had been hidden, 


"She said you'd have been kept in solitary confinement and that you wouldn't have seen another human being in 


all that time." 

The silence fell again. 

‘I'm sorry, David" 

He tilted his head back, frowning as he looked at Dave. 
"I'm sorry for putting you in that position” 


David just shrugged and gave him a weak smile. Dave's hand stroked the back of his neck, the motions soothing 


and lulling him. 


"| shouldn't have done it. Shouldn't have snapped. But | felt | couldn't help it. | fuckin’ hated what | was doing. 


Fuckin’ hated having to screw all those women and not knowing what | was bringing home to you. Fuck, | could 


have brought anything home and not just the fuckin’ rage and pain. | could have given you any disease ‘cause | 


don't think they tested those skanks like they did me." 
Again he shrugged, his voice rough and painful as he spoke, "I'm sure they did” 


A smile broke Dave's face, hazel eyes sparkling with a child-like happiness. It was as though his favourite toy 


had been returned to him in perfect condition. 
"You're probably right. But still. They still might have had something. Something | could have given to you." 
"And that worries you?" Fuck, it hurt to talk. 


"Yeah, it worries me ‘cause you could be carrying anything now and I'm supposed to-" Dave stalled and took a 


deep breath. 


Cautiously, he stretched out a hand and ran it over Dave's head, aimlessly tucking strands of hair behind his 


lover's ear. "Supposed to what?" 


Dave's eyes with lit with an intensity David had seen a hundred times before. A fire of determination, one 
which would not be extinguished. "I'm supposed to protect you." 


David felt himself smile and, leaning closer, he brushed his lips against Dave's. 


woun 


The days passed and slowly he began to open up, talking about the despair and the hopelessness. The pain 
shone bright in Dave's eyes, each wound healed with a tender kiss or gentle touch. 


Having banished the cats away for the night, he sat cross legged on the bed, candles flickering around him. A 
million thoughts whirled through his head, memories and snippets of prison. The fear he'd felt on release was 
slowly melting away, the loving embrace of the Hidden washing them away. 

In the days following his release, gifts had been left at their door. Mainly they had been meals, intended to give 
them the precious time they needed. There had also been cards and candy, and a few every day essentials. All 
were gratefully received and he'd made a note to thank the gifters. 

The bedroom door opened and Dave walked in Sitting on the edge of the bed, he laid a hand on David's knee. 
"How you feelin?" 


Smiling, he knelt up and wrapped his arms around Dave's neck, hungrily kissing him. 


"Ready to say hello." 


Dave gave a deep, guttural groan and arms wrapped around him, gently lowering him to the bed. Nestled among 
the pillows, David smiled, and stroked a hand over the thick waves of red hair. 


"Missed you." 


Sweet, needy kisses covered his lips. "Missed you too." 


Death 


Dave hovered over him, hands tickling beneath his shirt, pushing it up and over his head. Lying back, David 
watched as his boyfriend slid down his body, lips and hands wandering over his pale flesh. A warm tongue 
flicked over his nipples, making him gasp, his back arching from the bed. His hands came to rest in Dave's hair, 
pressing his warm mouth closer to his skin. It was as though he needed it, needed it to help chase away the 
stark coldness of the prison 


Fingers hooked in to the waistband of his pajama bottoms, slowly drawing them down his legs, his already 
aching cock springing free. Naked, David shivered, hands curling into the bed clothes. 


The redhead knelt at the end of the bed, eyes sweeping over David, trying to take him in. 
"What's the matter?" 
Dave shuddered, one hand crawling along David's legs. "Never thought I'd see you again" 


Sliding one of his feet along Dave's arm, he smiled. "You're not the only one. Dave." He sighed deeply, the 
incredible love sweeping through him. "I love you so much. I'll never stop loving you. And I'm so glad | can see 
you again. So glad | can feel you. Now." He nudged his boyfriend's ribs with his toes. "Why don't you come and 


show me how much you love me." 


Dave's clothes disappeared in a heartbeat, tossed away to one side. Sliding over David, their lips sealed 
together, warm and soft, kisses as gentle as a butterfly. Their cocks rubbed together, sending bolts of 
excitement through David. It had been so long since he'd felt the touch of another, so long since he'd felt loved. 
The prison had stolen everything from him, leaving him devoid of any sensations. Now he had it all back, and he 


was determined to savour every moment, locking away the feelings for if he ever needed to remember them. 
Spreading his legs, he welcomed Dave home, back arching as his boyfriend entered him. His hands clung to the 
slender body above him, nails raking down his back before tangling in his hair, calling to him, begging him to 
take him away from all that had happened. 


And Dave didn't disappoint, taking it slow. Wrapping his legs around Dave's waist, he gave himself completely to 
the redhead, allowing himself to be taken away from the confines of the bitter hell he'd been tossed in to. 


wun 


A few hours. That was all that was left before they came for him. Before those who wanted him body and 


soul forced him into the program. 


Sitting on an empty Victoria Underground station, David took in the eerie silence. With no people, no trains, and 


no announcements, the sweeping platform was as quiet as death. There were ghosts, he could feel them, 


unseen eyes boring in to the back of his head. Footsteps echoed through the empty hallways and he jumped, 
heart pounding. 


Michele walked in, a dark haired woman beside her. A wheeled box scuttled behind her, wheels picking out the 
gaps between the tiles. 


"Right." Michele sat beside him. "The power's off. We'll get you sorted and then it's show time." She looked 


around herself. "Where's Dave?" 
He shrugged, voice pensive and scared. "Exploring." 
"Okay. David, this is Lesley. Lesley, this is David." 


The woman held out her hand, a smile on her face. David shook it before leaning back against the tiled wall, the 
brickwork cool against his back. She pulled the box in front of her, knelt down, and flicked the clasps open. 


A wicked grin curled her lips. “Tonight, David, you're going to be dead." 


He felt his own face break into a smile as she pulled out tubes, brushes, sponges, and pallets of make up. 
Placing herself on the cool metal bench, she nudged him so that he was looking at her and got to work. 


"We're going to put you in one of the tunnels," Michele's voice came from his right. "Hopefully itll stop them 
from coming to look for any of your remains. Like we did with Dave, we'll take a group of photos, sign a death 
certificate and send it all to them. Your cause of death: Suicide. Hit by a train while wandering the tunnels." 


‘ls that plausible?" 


"Completely. You won't be the first who's managed to get in there. Most people throw themselves from the 
platform. But, by that point, the trains are slowing. You wanted a quick and easy death so you stood in front of 
speeding train. There probably wouldn't be much left of you, so we'll take select photos. One of your face of 


course, just to prove it is you." 
"Won't they know because of the times you're doing this?" he asked. 


"Nothing to say we weren't moving trains around at the time. The system's only shut down for four hours a 
night. It's entirely feasible that we could have been moving the last of the trains through here. And that's 
what all our readouts and paperwork will say." A hand came to rest on his shoulder. "Don't you worry about a 


thing. We're got it all worked out." 


The tunnel was dark, lit only by a few choice lights on the wall, the stones between the sleeprs crunching 


under his feet. It was warm and humid, the heat of the day still working its way through the system. And it 


smelled of people, a musty, dusty smell which caught in his nostril. It wasn't entirely unpleasant, a signature 
scent which belonged entirely to the Underground. 


He'd taken a look at himself in a mirror and, quite frankly, he looked a mess. He did actually look like he'd been 
hit by a train. One of his eyes had been sealed shut, blood and bruises smeared his skin. His arms and legs 


looked as though they'd been through a meat grinder. To say he was impressed was an understatement. 


"Okay, lie on the tracks, limbs at the strangest angles you can pull them at. Head on one of the rails," Michele 
directed. 


David did as he was told, neck precariously exposed on one of the rails. Twisting himself, he put his arms and 


legs in to the most uncomfortable positions he could muster. 
"Close your eyes. And don't move." 


Above him, he could feel Michele moving around. A quick burst of a camera flash warmed his skin Several 
more times it fired until she tapped his shoulder. 


"You can sit up now” 

He did as he was told, propped on the dead rails. Pulling a pair of bolt croppers from her bag, she grinned. 
"One last thing to do." 

Crouching beside him, she slid the serrated metal between his skin and the ankle bracelet. Holding his breath, 
he watched as she closed them, the black plastic falling away. Picking it up, she pocketed it and helped him to 


his feet. 


"Done! Congratulations, David. You're now dead." 


Life Is For Living 


The relief was like nothing he'd ever felt. The black cloud which had lingered over him since he'd left prison 
vanished in a breath. Getting to his feet, he hugged Michele close. 


"Thank you." 

"You've got nothing to thank me for." She gently stroked his hair. "They'll take anyone they can. | wasn't going 
to let them add you to their ranks. Besides." She sighed and pulled back. "I don't think Dave has the strength 
yet to be able to deal with you coming back from the Program. | don't think he'd harm you, but | do think he'd 


go back and repeat what he did while he was there. Possibly on a larger scale.” 
A thought flickered through David's head. "Could we do it?" 

"Do what?" 

"End the Program?" 


He watched Michele swallow and glance around the musty tunnel. "Don't think it hasn't been talked about, 
David." 


"We could bring down the building.” 


"They'd just go somewhere else and then they'd come after us. Let us see what happens. The public are 


beginning to turn against them. Sooner or later itll be time for it to end." 

David felt his jaw tighten. "Promise?" 

"Promise." She smiled and nudged his hip. "Come on, let's go and shock Dave with your naked ankle." 

David chuckled and allowed himself to be lead from the tunnel. Sitting on one of the stations cold, metal 
benches was Dave, legs swinging back and forth, hands clasped between his thighs as he looked around himself. 
When his eyes fell on David, he smiled and got to his feet. 

"So?" Dave's voice echoed around the empty station. 

Heaving himself back onto the platform, David lifted his leg, proudly showing off his ankle."Ta-dal" 

Excitement flooded Dave's face and he closed the gap between them in a few long strides, arms wrapping 


around David and lifting him. Laughing, he looped his arms around the redheads neck and gazed down in to his 
eyes. 


"Ready to start living?" he asked. 

Dave's arms tightened around him and David locked his legs around him. "Oh, hell yes." 

"Where do you want to start?" 

"Well" Dave put him down. "I've got this idea about taking a visit to the record shop on Oxford Street." 
David raised an eyebrow. "Really?" 


A smirk pulled at Dave's lips. "Yeah, really." 


The sun beat down, warming his skin For the first time in months, David found himself wearing a short sleeve 
tshirt. Proudly he wore the Alchemy Gothic shirt Dave had given him so many months before and, pausing on 
the bustling street, he turned his face skywards, a smile tugging his lips as the warmth flooded over him. He 

felt free. Free to do everything and be anything he wanted to. 


All around him was a tapestry of different languages, weaving together to form the unique pattern of London. 


Having never left Minnesota, it was all so different, so new, a landscape which demanded to be explored. 


The music store was packed with shoppers and they inched their way through until they were at the counter. 
A queue of people snaked along it until finally- 


"David!" 
Glancing up, he grinned at the tall man with long, dark hair. "Hey! How you doin?" 
Jack shook his hand. "I'm good. But | bet you're better. I've heard those places are like the Russian gulags." 


"To say it was shit is an understatement.” David laughed and allowed himself to be elbowed out of the way, 


Dave leaning against the counter. 
"Ah, Mr Mustaine. Here to settle your balance?" 


David felt his heart plummet; he'd forgotten about the guitar. And if the repayments had been kept up, Dave 
should have had the red flying V by now. Jack pulled a book from beneath the counter and flicked through the 
pages, finally settling on one. 


"Dave Mustaine. One cherry red flying V. One practice amp. Cables. One fire red BC. Rich four string bass. 


One- 


The rest of what Jack said became white noise, everything dimming around him. His chest heaved, heart 
pounding, and he grabbed at Dave. The redhead grinned and David let out a cry of joy, letting Dave pick him up 


as he threw his arms around his neck. 


When he was finally put down, Jack closed the book with a smile. "Take it that's a bit of a welcome home 


present?" 

David knew his face was a picture of happiness and he looped an arm around Dave's waist. 

“Course it is," Dave replied 

"Well, let's get all this stuff cased up for you and get you on your way." 

Riveted, David watched as the two guitars were removed from the wall and carefully laid in cases. The lids and 
clasps were closed and they were held out. With a shuddering breath, David took the long, black coffin case, 
hugging it close. A pair of practice amps were handed to them, reels of cables piled on top. Standing 
protectively over his, David watched the other two men shake hands. Jack gave him a smile and shook David's 
hand. 

He turned to Dave. "Beer tonight?" 

Dave shrugged. "Sure. Could do with getting out. Sun, an’ all." 

"Yeah. Must get dreary down there all the time. You guys thought of getting your own place?" 

Leaning on the case, David nodded. "Sure have. Just waiting for the right time." 

Jack nodded. "Will | see you tonight?" 


David smiled, the warmth of friendship flooding through him. "Yeah. Yeah, I'd like that. Thanks." 


The dark haired man clapped his shoulder. "Great. I'll see you both later.” 


They carried their previous cargo back through London, eyes never leaving it. David's fear of being mugged 


soon evaporated; they were, as far as others were concerned, just two jobbing musicians. 
P ; They J Jooving 


Carefully stacking it in a corner of their lounge, David's fingers itched and he carefully undid the silver clasps. 
Nestled on a bed of protective lining was the bass. It wasn't a dream, his fingers gliding over the cool, 
varnished wood before stroking the strings. Faint notes fluttered to his ears, his heart beating in time to them. 
Drawing it from its case, he laid it in his lap, admiring the bright colour and the perfection of the curves. 


Dave knelt beside him, fingers laid in the small of his back. "You're in love, arent you?" 

Grinning, David looked in to happy hazel eyes. "With you, yeah. | didn't think you'd ever do this for me." 

His boyfriend frowned. "Why not?" 

Dipping his head, David blushed. "Dude's buying gifts for dudes. Doesn't seem." He shrugged. "Right" 

"Yeah, well." Dave kissed his temple. “I'm not just any dude. Like | said, 'm with you for life. If you'll let me." 
Holding up his left hand, David showed off the silver ring. "For life." 


It was Dave's turn to blush and he gave David a hurried kiss. "Anyway, shower and shave. Want to go and 


meet Jack. Thinking about asking him to join the band." 
"Really?!" 


"Yeah, really" Dave nodded to the wet room. "Shower. Now." 


Music and Lyrics 


While he'd been away, Dave had discovered a thriving music scene in the north of London. Camden to be exact. 
The streets were thronged with punks, rockers, Goths, and those discovering the metal scene. Shops selling 
everything from t-shirts to CD's to shoes opened on to the streets, lights blazing and welcoming all even as 
night began to fall. Music blared from them, drawing the night time revellers in to their embrace. Compared to 
America where the general store stocked the basics if they were lucky and closed at noon, the UK was 


positively normal. 


The pub sat on the corner of the High Street and, seated in a dark corner, David soaked up the atmosphere. 
He'd never seen anything like it, an establishment which had survived wars, recessions, and the Crash. The 
walls were yellow, tinged with cigarette smoke. The bar, chairs and tables were all dark wood. Above them, fans 
lazily turned, dissipating the smoke and summer heat. Curled in a corner section, he smiled as Jack placed 


three pints of beer on the sticky table and slid in beside him. 


The dark haired man took a sip of his drink, speaking so he could be heard over the chatter. "So." He smiled in 


the low light. "Tell me about your music." 


Grinning, David relaxed, the cool beer slipping easily down his throat. They talked, primarily about music, 
swapping songs, bands, and albums. All were eagerly devoured by the music starved Americans, desperate to 
hear what was coming out from around the world More drinks were brought, the alcohol beginning to go to 
David's head. It made him laugh, legs pulled up onto the seat and an arm wrapped around Dave. He'd never been 
drunk, never had the heady feeling of euphoria which raced through him. He wanted to catch it, wanted to 
laugh and dance all night long. 


Jack put another set of drinks down in front of them. "Yeah, so we're all waiting to hear what comes from you 


guys. ‘couse everything went down just as it was getting good." 
From the corner of his eye, David watched Dave nod. "Yeah, it was," his boyfriend replied. 


He could sense that the redhead wanted to say something, wanted search for knowledge. Giggling, he nudged 
Dave in the ribs. "What about your band?" 


In the low light, Dave's eyes flared with something dangerous, his mouth pulled in to a tight line. "We don't talk 
about them." 


"Awww, come onl" he pressed. "Tell us!" 


Dave shook his head, hair momentarily hiding whatever lurked in his soul. Turning to Jack, David broke out his 
widest smile. "He was in a band before the Crash. What were they called?" 


Something was mumbled and David frowned. "Can't hear you." 


"Metallica" 

Jack's eyes went wide, mouth dropping open. "You're kiddin?” 

Beside him, Dave shook his head. ‘No. But they never put anything out. Crash took it all” 

The dark haired man grinned. "Oh, but they did. Managed to get a demo out. Its still really sought after 
because not many copies made it over here. | have one" Throwing his head back, Jack laughed. "Fuck! You're 
that Dave Mustaine! | thought your name was familiar" 

"What the fuck?!" Dave's rose rose a couple of octaves. 

"Yeah." Jack chuckled and shook his head. "You're mentioned in the liner notes.” 

"What?!" 

"Yeah, you get a thank you." 


“That's it? After all | fuckin’ gave 'em?!" 


Around them, the energy changed, the hackles on David's neck rising. He could feel fingers digging in to his hip, 
wrapping tightly around him, and he looked over his shoulder at Dave. 


Reaching behind himself, he ran a hand over Dave's head. "Cool it." 


Dave's face was set into one of pure anger, eyes narrowed, lips pulled back into the sneer. David was convinced 


he could hear him growling, a rumbling sound coming from deep within him. 

Their friend obviously picked up on it and raised his glass to his lips. "Lets talk about something else.’ 

And they did, the atmosphere rapidly changing as more beer was brought, and more stories were told. Jack 
told them of the concerts which took place in London, of gatherings where they could hear the new music 


which was emerging. Did they want to go to one? Fuck yes, they didl 


A hand slid along his thigh and he was slightly shocked to find it belonged to Jack. Slowly it slid higher, fingers 


closing around his groin. Feeling uncomfortable, he went to move away, only for Dave to stop him. 
"Let it happen," was hissed in his ear. 


A bolt of anger stabbed at him, and he tilted his head back to look into Dave's drunken eyes. "Why? Because 
you think its hot?" 


Dave wrapped an arm around him, drawing David against his chest. "Because he's a nice, little submissive who 
has the hots for you. And if you want to whip and fuck someone, which I'm sure you do after being locked up 
for so long, then go ahead. | ain't gonna stop you." 


David felt his eyes narrow and he pushed himself over to Jack. The man's eyes were filled with concern and 


David managed a smile. 
Leaning close, he whispered, "Do you mind if we leave you for a moment?" 


He was relieved when the smile was returned and Jack stood to allow them to get out. "I'll get us more drinks 


while you're gone." 
Getting to his feet, David squeezed the other man's elbow. "Thank you." 


Storming from the pub, he drew in deep breaths of cool, night air. Leaning against the tiled wall of the pub, he 
looked at the cloudy sky above, his head spinning, trying to comprehend what was happening. 


‘lm just tryin’ to help you!" 

Turning on Dave, David planted his hands on his hips and glared. "So? You think this is a good idea? You think 
this is helping? You think this is what | want? Do you not realise that | might just want you? No one else, just 
you." He threw his hands in the air. "And you spoke about me, like haf, while | was in prison?!" 


"He said you were hot!" Dave stormed back. 


| don't care! You don't just invite him to hit up your boyfriend." Shoving his hands in to his pockets, David 
sighed and shook his head. "So that's what it's going to be like is it? You're gonna pawn me off to all and 


sundry whenever you feel like it?" 
"| was drunk!" 
"Not an excuse, Dave!" 


"So you gonna break up with me?" There was a note of anger in his boyfriend's voice and David swung back 


round to face him. 


"No, I'm not gonna break up with you. You're my first, Dave. My first relationship, the first person I've slept 
with, fuckin’ everything. | just didn't expect to suddenly become some trophy for you to pass around. | 
thought-" The pain ached through him, chilling him. "I thought | meant more to you than that. Thought | was 


something special. Obviously l'm not" 


Leaning against the wall, he stared at the pavement, his shoe scuffing an old, blackened piece of chewing gum. 
He stiffened when an arm draped around his shoulder, fingers playing with his hair. He tried not to thump Dave 


when he kissed his head. 

‘Im sorry," Dave murmured, "Shouldn't have done it" 

"No, you shouldnt" 

"I" He stalled 

"You what?" 

"| just thought it might help you" 

"In what way?" David did't bother to look up, didn't bother to really acknowledge him. 


"Just thought you might want to take your anger out. Thought you might want more physical company. 


Thought you just might want someone else around." 


Thoughts rolled through his mind, memories of the cold cell, of the aching loneliness, of the pain of being away 
from those he loved. For those long months, all he could think about was lying beside someone's warm body, of 
having someone wrapped around him. All of his life he had dreamed of that, of there being someone there just 
for him. It had all happened so quickly, only to be torn away just as rapidly. Someone else.. Someone other than 


Dave.. Was it possible? Would the guilt rear its head? Was the drink talking? 
His heart wrenched as he pulled away from Dave and headed back in to the pub. Part of him wanted to teach 
the redhead a lesson Part was screaming at him to remain monogamous. And part wanted to explore the 


feelings awakened by his own periods of submission 


Easing his way through the growing crowds, he headed for the bar. A worried Jack leaned against it, a glass in 
one hand, eyes scanning the room. He relaxed when he saw David. 


Taking a deep breath, he walked up to the dark haired man and took the glass from him. Placing it on the bar, 


he slid his fingers along Jack's pale jaw, staring in to nervous eyes. 

Pressing himself close, he could feel the other man's heart pattering through his thin, black t-shirt. 

"Let me sleep on it," he said, holding Jack's gaze the entire time. 

Jack nodded and attempted to smile. Sliding his mouth over his friend's, David kissed him, trembling when a 
hand came to lightly rest in the small of his back. Their kiss deepened, his eyes falling shut. He could feel so 
much emanating from Jack; need, want, and a distinct loneliness which they had all felt at some time in their 


lives. 


Panting, David pulled away, his hand still clasping Jack's face. "I'll see you again. | promise." 


Jack's eyes were wide. "Tomorrow? l'm not working tomorrow." 

A smile tugged at his lips. "Sure." 

It was Jack's turn to smile. "Hyde Park?" 

David felt the confusion rise and, fumbling in his pocket, he pulled out the worn and crumpled Underground 


map. Opening it, he held it beneath a light, scrutinizing the mess of dots and lines. Eventually he sighed and held 
it out. 


Chuckling, Jack took it and pointed to one of the tiny, white dots. "Hyde Park Corner. I'll meet you there at mid- 
day. Sound okay?" 


David's heart pattered at the proposal. "Yeah, that's fine." 


Leaning close, Jack kissed the side of his mouth, fingers tucking the map home. The small gesture made David 
shiver, his earlier bravado fading. Could he do it? Could he draw another to his bed? Could he forget all his 
parents had taught him about a healthy relationship? Was his any different because he was male? 


So many questions and so little time. Stepping away, he glanced over his shoulder and lifted his hand before 
stepping in to the night. 


Threesome 


"Seriously, why'd you do it?" Fumbling in his jacket pocket, David retrieved the set of keys and Michele's 


written instructions. 


While they both may have been dead, it didn't mean that they weren't still being watched. Going out and 
socialising was good for them, time for them to bond and cement their relationship. Being seen on camera 


wasn't, so they'd been given the keys to the Underground. Literally. 


Somewhere, a clock struck 2am, the subterranean railway having shut down an hour before. It was now safe 


for them to walk the tunnels and service corridors and find their way home. 


Pushing the key into the metal roller door, David felt several sophisticated barrels give way. No alarms 
sounded as he pushed it up enough for them to enter, quickly slamming it back down before anyone could 


follow them. 
His boyfriend remained quiet and he asked again, "Seriously, why?" 


Lights blazed in Camden Town tube station, a sign that the Underground never slept, cleaning and maintenance 
crews taking over. Nodding to a couple, David walked the platform before easing himself to the edge and the on 
to the track. Their photos, like those of all people who lived below ground, had been circulated to the staff. 
They gave nothing away, except that they were allowed access to the system twenty four hours a day and to 
provide assistance if they were lost or in need of help. No one, except for Michele, Paul, themselves, and the 


Program knew that they were dead. 


David still hurt from Dave's suggestion, the pain a reminder that Dave's past was far more checkered than his 


own. Maybe partner swapping wasn't so bad to the redhead? Maybe it was a product of his upbringing? 
"Is it part of who you are?" David's voice echoed around the tunnel. "Giving your partner to someone else?" 


"Could be." Dave's voice rocked off the curved walls. "| dunno. Dunno why | did it other than | thought | was 
helping. Can you just drop it?" 


Their feet crunched along the dead tracks, following the curves. The tunnels were lit by tiny lights, aiding the 


workers. 

"No, | won't drop it, Dave. I'm concerned that's why. | want to know if it's going to become a regular thing. Oh, 
you think David's hot? Here, have him for the night. And why can't it be you? Why does it have to be 
someone else who | have to go to whip and fuck? Why can't that person be you." 


"Because I'm not in to that!" Dave retorted. 


‘Oh, but you'll happily bruise my skin and fuck my ass whenever it takes your fancy, huh? What am | to you? 
A game? Are you really in to me? Do you really love me? Or am just here until some chick you like comes 


along?" 


"Look, | fucked up, okay?! Drop it! And no, you're not a game! You never have been and you never will be. Just 
fuckin’ drop it, Junior!" 


Stopping, he swung around, staring into Dave's angry face. "I'll drop it, but I'm going. I'm going to go and see 
Jack and sort this out. Because if you want him in the band, then this needs to be gone. | don't need the 
tension and the shit that could come with it. | want to make music and have fun, not wonder if our guitarist is 
gonna run off because of something you said or did" 

Dave's face remained stoney, his eyes filled with a quietly seething anger. Taking a deep breath, David closed 
the gap between them and stroked a hand over his boyfriend's cheek. Beneath his touch, Dave began to relax, 
shoulders slumping. 

"I'm sorry, Junior." 

| know you are," David replied. "Just please don't do it again. | don't want to be with anyone else. | just want to 
be with you." He smirked and leaned closer, his teeth tugging at Dave's lower lip. "At least | don't want to be 
with someone else all of the time. Just a little of the time." 

He felt Dave stiffen beneath his touch, hissing as his teeth sank in deeper. 

"Would you resent me if | did go with Jack?" 

Dave's hand wound around him, holding him tightly. "Only if | can watch." 

"You think I'd do this alone?" 

"Maybe." 

David chuckled and slammed his boyfriend into the blackened wall of the tunnel. Roughly he kissed him, hands 


possessively stroking over the redhead's body. "Not a hope l'm doing this alone. | want you there and watching. 


See exactly what I'm capable of" 


The sun beat down on London, bringing everyone out to enjoy it, the warmth tickling pale, winter-sapped skin. 


Standing outside the ox-blood coloured building, David looked up and down the busy street. People were out in 
force, enjoying the summer while they could. Yet there was no sign of Jack. David felt his heart free-fall, 
wondering if his brush off of the previous evening had caused it. 


"Maybe he's not coming?" he pondered. 
"He'll be here." Dave stood close by, close enough for David to feel his breath in his hair. 


Scanning the crowd, he breathed a sigh of relief as the gangly figure walked toward them. Dressed all in black, 
a baggy Iron Maiden tshirt hanging from his frame, and a plastic bag dangled from his fingers. 


Stopping beside them, Jack smiled. "Afternoon" He held up the bag. "Ready to enjoy a British summer and some 
traditional American hospitality?" 


David felt himself raise an eyebrow and Jack's grin widened as he reached into the bag, pulling out a bottle of 
Jack Daniel's. David's eyes went wide and he heard Dave breathe a "Woah". 


"Where did you get that?" 


The dark haired man wink. "If you look, you shall find" He nodded toward the trees across the road. "Come on, 


let's go. We're burning good sunlight" 


Dodging red London buses and black cabs, they entered the park. Trees lined a path, people sprawled on the 
browning grass, clothes kept to a minimum. Following Jack, they allowed themselves to be lead in to a clump of 


trees, isolated from the rest of the park. 
"Thought you wanted to enjoy the sun?" David curled his legs beneath him, eying the man warily. 


"Oh, | do." Cracking open the bottle, Jack took a deep drink and handed it over. "Thought we could use some 


privacy for a while.” 


David chose to remain silent, Dave plucking the square bottle from his fingers. He waited until Dave had drunk 
his fill before letting the burning, amber liquid slid down his throat. It burned, making him gasp, and leaving a 
heady sensation in its wake. Following their coupling in the tunnel, he and Dave had spoken little of how to 
approach the situation Dave had put them in. In fact, following that, they'd fallen silent. David knew they had to 
talk, had to sort it out. But, at the same time, he didn't want to upset Dave. Didn't want to find himself 


suddenly abandoned in an unknown country because he'd stepped on the redhead's toes. 


He knew he shouldn't feel like that, shouldn't be scared of his relationship. They had done so much together, 


come so far, and Dave's gentle proclamations of how he would stay still lingered in his mind. 


Yet there, deep in his conscious, David knew he wanted to experiment. Wanted to see all the world had to offer. 
He'd remain loyal to Dave, there was no question of that. But he wanted to see what thing outside of the 
normal spectrum, outside of the black and white, tasted like. The few months he'd spent with Dave had taught 
him that, taught him that not everything was as it seemed. Yet they still had so much to learn about one 
another. The fact that neither of them had ever really laid their souls on the line, never really divulged their 


pasts played a big part in it and, David decided, they needed to do it. Needed to talk, and learn, and adapt. 


Taking the bottle, he drank, grunting and shaking his head before handing it on to Dave. An arm wrapped around 
his chest, pulling him down until his head rested in the redhead's lap. Gazing up at his boyfriend, he smiled, the 
buzz of the alcohol beginning to return Stretching out a hand, he stroked Dave's face, the warmth of affection 


flooding him when Dave purred, hazel eyes turning to look at him. 
"You two really love each other, huh?" Was there a note of jealousy in Jack's voice? 


Sitting up, David leaned back against Dave, the arm still draped over his shoulder, fingers balling in his shirt. 
"Yeah. At least | do. Don't know about this fucker." He elbowed Dave, laughing when the fingers tugged his t- 
shirt up and tickled his ribs. 


Crawling away from Dave, he knelt before Jack, studying his emerald green eyes, taking in the flashes of pain 
which whispered through them. Taking the bottle from the other man's hand, David took a drink and placed it 
to one side. He felt almost disconnected from himself as his hands cupped Jack's jaw, lips finding his in a soft, 
hesitant kiss. Hands came to rest at his hips, lightly touching him as they hang against one another, eyes 
locked, lips barely touching. 


"You can kiss me," David whispered. 


The hands tightened around him, drawing him close as the kiss deepened. From beside him, he heard Dave gasp 
and, a moment later, a hand was in his hair, fingers balling into the honey waves as they were pressed closer 
together. Parting his lips, David allowed him to enter, whiskey tainted tongue exploring his mouth. Jack was 
gentle, hands barely touching him as they lifted his shirt and found his flesh, his mouth equally soft. It was 
the hand in his hair which was rough, tugging at strands, encouraging him to deepen the kiss, to explore and 


learn and discover. 

Jack pulled away, lips bruised, eyes dark. "Lean back against Dave." 

"Why?" 

‘lm going to blow you." Jack gazed up at him, hair falling in to his eyes. "Do you want it?" 

Dave held him tight, arms wrapped around his chest. David nodded. "Yeah, yeah, | want it" 

Jack smiled and hunched down. "Then relax and enjoy." 

Warm fingers massaged the bulge in his jeans, making him shiver and groan. He slumped against Dave, eyes 
falling shut as fingers picked at the zipper, slowly drawing it down Dave's hands slid down his chest, lifting his 
shirt and stroking his stomach. His cock was pulled free of the tight constraint of his jeans and warm lips 


kissed along it, the gentle breeze tickling his skin. Bucking his hips, David moaned beneath the assault, fingers 
and lips teasing him. 


Opening his eyes, he took in the sight at his feet, dark hair spread over his thighs and a talented mouth 
wrapped around his cock The open air only seemed to accentuate everything, all the sensations becoming 
heightened. Balling one hand in to Jack's hair, he raised his hips, forcing the man to swallow his entire length. 
When the dark haired man inched a hand between his own legs, David nudged it away with a foot. 


"No touching yourself," he hissed. "Not ‘til | tell you." 
Dave's lips suckled his throat, leaving a red mark in their wake. "Good. Tell him how you want him to act." 


Snarling, he clamped a leg around the dark haired man's neck, pulling him closer. A hand wrapped in to his hair, 
pulling his head back and sealing his mouth into a red hot kiss. He groaned and whined, writhing against the two 
men, the pleasure becoming unbearable. Dave's erection against his back, the hard flesh throbbing. David knew 
that, when they were done, his boyfriend would demand the same amount of relief. There was no way he was 


going to miss out and the way he attacked David's mouth, lips and teeth tugging at his own, told him that. 


Stretching a hand back, he grabbed the back of Dave's head, his tongue plunging into his boyfriend's mouth. 
With a low grunt, he came, body shaking and stars bursting behind his eyes. His orgasm seemed to go on 
forever, the muscles in his body beginning to ache as Jack continued to suck him, the flat of his tongue sliding 
along his cock. Dave didn't give up either, lips caressing his own as they both panted, hands wrapped around 


one another. 

When he finally came down, David slid to the ground, dizzy and disorientated. It took a few moments for his 
blood pressure to drop and he was barely aware of hands zipping him up. He gazed at the trees above him, 
the sunlight dancing through the canopy of leaves. It sparkled shades of green and gold, warming his body. 
"So pretty." he murmured. 


Jack settled beside him, propped on one elbow. "Just like you. So, what do you think?" 


Endorphins and alcohol raced through him and he gave a drunken smile. "Good. Was really good" Another body 
settled behind him and he glanced over his shoulder, grinning at Dave. "What do you think?" 


Dave shrugged, lips twisting upwards. "If you're happy, l'm happy." 
David chuckled. "I'm happy. A happy camper." 
The bottle was offered out to him and, lifting his head, he took a drink before settling back down, fascinated 


with the sparkling sun Everything else had disappeared, taken away by the rush. They could be happy together. 
It would be okay. 


woun 


They spent the rest of the day sitting out in the sun, enjoying it just like the rest of London was. David sat 
with Dave between his legs, gently rubbing the outside of his jeans, quietly encouraging him to come. He could 
still see the outline of Jack's own excitement, something which wouldn't be taken care of until David gave the 
go ahead. For the moment, he seemed to be enjoying watching them, watching Dave get off after his own 


personal, little show. 

"So what about you?" He nudged his free hand in to Dave. "You ever been in a love triangle?" 
Dave nodded and grunted, rocking his hips against David's hand. "Yeah, long time ago." 

"Gonna tell us?" 

"No" 

David slipped his hand away. 

"Okay, okay, I'll tell you!" 


Grinning, he wrapped his hand back around Dave's groin, rubbing back and forth. His boyfriend groaned and 
pressed himself against back. 


"It was in my old band. I'd been dating this guy. Cute guy called Kirk. All tight tanned skin and corkscrew hair. 
Damn, he was hot. Anyway, | took him along to band practice and he took an instant shine to the singer. Before 
| knew it, we'd all hooked up. What started as a one night thing became a weekend thing. Suddenly it was 
permanent. We had some good times together. He, Kirk, he was this total sub. Loved it when we both took him. 
Loved having one of us in his ass and one in his mouth. Then we'd make him wait a couple of hours before he 


got to come. Fuck." 
David stopped what he was doing. "What?" 
Dave sighed. "Wish | knew what happened to them after | left the band." 


Over Dave's shoulder, he watched Jack's eyes go wide. The dark haired man shook his head and lowered his 
eyes. Whatever he wanted to say, now wasn't the moment. The redhead wriggled, and groaned, and David 
continued to do what he'd been doing, Dave's cock hard and hot against hand, the tight denim teasing and 


pushing him closer. 
Kissing Dave's throat, he breathily asked, "What else did you do?" 


"One day." Dave's voice was beginning to get short, coming in short pants. "| spent twelve hours torturing him. 
Fuck, Kirk was a right kink monster. Had him naked and tied to the bed. Would come and go. Leave him for a 
couple of hours then give him a few minutes attention. Sat on his chest and had him blow me. Then walked out 


again Left him for another thirty minutes then finished him off. Fuck. Thought he wouldn't stop. He came so 


hard it was up the wall, in his hair." 

He slipped his hand past the waistband of Dave's jeans. "Want to relieve it?" 
"With you?" 

"Yeah, with me." 

Dave growled as David's fingers locked around his cock. "Fuck, yeah." 


He tightened his grip on Dave, sweeping his thumb over the head, feeling the silky pre-come slick beneath his 
fingers. 


Nipping at Dave's throat, he hissed, "We'll do it then" 


His boyfriend melted against him, come filling his briefs and soaking David's hand. 


The Past 


They settled in to a daily routine of working, jamming, and playing above ground. Dinner had come and gone and, 
somewhere above them, the sun was setting. Sitting on the bed, David plucked at the bass, fingers flying up 
and down the fretboard. He could feel his pulse rising, the music feeding his very being. Just holding the guitar 
did it, his brain swimming, the beats beginning to race through him. Closing his eyes, he could feel it, see it, 
taste it, the endorphins flooding him. For those moments, he was locked in his own world, a bubble which only 


he could see. 
"Fuckin' love it!" Dave called from across the room. 


Opening an eye, he smiled. Dave was perched on a seat beside the bedroom door, the flying V nestled on his 
legs. Leaning against the wall, his own guitar slung around him, was Jack The cats milled around ther, still 
unsure of what all the noise was about. Periodically a paw would pluck the strings of a downed guitar, the cat 


it was attached to rapidly retreating when a sound shuddered from it. 

Grumps was in his usual place, curled up beside David, one paw touching his leg. Except for when he was 
working, or above ground, David was barely parted from him. The others came and went, demanding hugs, 
kisses, and laps, getting in to, and on to, everything. They were a constant source of amusement and it wasn't 
unusual to find them sleeping between himself and Dave. 


"You liked it?" he asked, a little unsure. 


"Fuck yeah!" Dave picked up the small tape recorder and turned it off. "Now we just need to find ourselves a 


drummer. You still looking?" He glanced over his shoulder to Jack. 

"Yeah, still looking." The dark haired man placed his guitar against the wall and moved to sit at David's feet. He 
watched Dave raise an eyebrow before settling back down. "Everyone's in bands." He shrugged. "And the ones | 
do find are still wet behind the collar. Not good enough for what you want" 

"Fuck!" Dave wound a hand into his orange hair and pulled. "We need someone if we're gonna do this." 

"| know, | know," Jack mused. "But good drummers don't just appear. You know this." 

Resting his guitar on the bed, David placed a hand on Jack's shoulder, gently rubbing through his shirt. Seeing 
an empty lap, Grumps took his chances and climbed up, purring and kneading before curling up. From across 
the room, Dave snickered. 


"You're popular." 


Grinning, David replied, "Always been like that. Why don't you join us and forget about the drummer issue for a 
while? We'll go above ground, check out a few bands, see if there's anyone we can steal." 


"Yeah, but." Dave sighed as he got to his feet. "Can't let it rest. Can't stop moving. Not now. Not when we've 


got so fuckin’ much down" 
"I know. But just shut up and come over here, okay? We'll sort this in the morning.’ 


Ambling over to the bed, Dave dropped to it, kneeling beside David. A hand wound into his brunette hair, pulling 
his head back, lips sealing to his own. Grumps was gone in a flash, his warm spot suddenly disturbed, only to 
be replaced by Jack's wandering hands. The bed became their home, limbs tangled, the pillows turned shades of 
dark and light. The moment was theirs. Theirs for the taking, theirs for the stealing. They could stop it, pause 
it, make it hold while they chased the heady excesses of bliss. 


woun 


The pub was just as David had imagined it would be; dark, dingy, smokey, hot, and rammed to the rafters with 
people. No one so much as glanced at them as they'd walked in, all eyes turned to the stage. A band was just 
finishing up, the twin guitarists ripping through solos before falling quiet. The place erupted, the heat rising 


another few degrees as people cheered and clapped. 


The house lights went up and Jack leaned in to talk to them. "Next band's called Arsenal of Iron. Want you to 


check out their drummer. If you can give him a better offer | bet he'd run” 
"Why's that?" Dave asked. 


“cause these guys are getting nowhere. The drummer, Adam, he wants to go places. But the rest of them, 
they're happy doing this and working the nine to five grind Adam though, he wants to be out there." 


“kay. Go get us drinks while me and Junior case the joint." 


David felt his heart drop and reached in to his pocket, covertly passing a couple of notes to Jack. Their 
relationship wasn't tense, in fact Dave seemed to have accepted easier than David had. But the redhead 
seemed to have taken to treating him as a slave both in and out of the bedroom. Jack hadn't said anything 


about wanting to live the lifestyle 24/7 and, outside of the bedroom, David made sure to treat him with the 
kindness and love he'd expect. There'd be words with Dave before long. 


Scanning the cramped room, David looked at the walls. They were painted black and covered with posters and 
flyers, all advertising different bands with a myriad of different names. 


Bullet Time 
Angels of Death 
The Four Horsemen 


Time Honoured 


Metallica 


A whistling filled his ears, his vision becoming a narrow tunnel. Straining his neck, he looked closer. Leaning 
against a tall, blond haired man, was a smaller one. One with tanned skin and tightly curled hair. Gripping Dave's 
elbow, he steered his lover in the opposite direction 

"sup, Junior?" 

"Just fancy standing over there. Looks like there's more room. Might be a bit cooler.” 

"But there's a good view of the stage here." 

David nudged him closer to wall. "And you'll be able to see this drummer better over here." 

"What the fuck has gotten in to you?!" 

Sighing, David leaned against the wall. "What have | told you about speaking to me like that?" 

Dave just glared at him. 

‘I'm warning you, Dave." 

"Warning me about what?" 

Folding his arms, he glanced over the redhead's shoulder. "I'm not here to be your punching bag, okay. | 
understand that a lot of shit has gone down in your life and some of it still lives with you. But it's no reason 


to be a brat to the person whose bed you share." 


Hazel eyes, hidden by a fringe of hair, just glared at him. Stepping forward, he placed a hand against Dave's 
chest. "Doesn't mean | love you any less. | just." He sighed. "I just don't like being treated like shit" 


Dave relaxed beneath his touch and David smiled, standing on tiptoes to kiss him. "Love you," he murmured. 
A hand came to rest in the small of his back. "Love you too." 
"Forever?" 


Dave held up his left hand, the lights catching his scuffed and scratched silver ring. "Forever." 


The drummer was good and, from the smirk on Dave's face, David could tell he'd be theirs. He could hold a 
rhythm, that was for sure, but his stage presence was even more incredible. He seemed to emanate an aura 


which drew people to him, cheers filling the air whenever he took on a solo. 


When they'd finished, Dave slunk off, head down, a predator going for the kill. The air was still filled with the 
electricity of the performance, peoples skin slicked with sweat. Hands ghosted up his arms, rolling his shirt 


sleeves up. Warm lips and hot breath touched his throat and he laid a hand on the back of Jack's head. 
"Metallica," he hissed. 

Jack's tongue curled around his ear and David gasped. 

"What about 'em?" 

He could feel his knees beginning to give way. "Poster on the wall.” 

The dark haired man's head snapped up, eyes wild in the low light. "Where?" 

Slumping against the sticky wall, David pointed over Jack's shoulder. Down by the stage, Dave and the drummer 
were making a beeline for the bar, a walk which took them straight passed the offending artwork. The two men 
were laughing and joking, slapping one another's backs like old friends. There was no time and they could only 
watch in horror as Dave glanced at the wall. 

A face, marked with anger, snapped to look at them and time seemed to stand still. David could feel the blood 
pounding through his head, the familiar fracture of a migraine beginning to scratch at his brain. The spell was 


only broken when the drummer laid a hand on Dave's shoulder and lead him away, obviously none the wiser to 
what had just happened. 


"| DIDN'T KNOW!" David roared. 


Standing on the bed, he glared at Dave, anger rippling from both of them. Dave stormed around the tiny 
bedroom, hands tearing at his hair. The worst, David suspected, was to come. Now they had the anger and the 
resentment, the pain of being abandoned by the two people he thought loved him. 


"Well, you should have fuckin’ known!" 


"How was | supposed to know?!" he bawled in return. "You don't talk about your fuckin’ past. You keep it fuckin’ 


bottled up. The only time | ever know about it is at times like this!" 

It was fruitless, he knew that, but it didn't stop him from hurling a pillow at his boyfriend. It missed, flumping 
in to the wall before falling to the floor. Dave turned on him, eyes dark, body rigid with the emotions which no 
doubt flooded through him. He appeared to ignore what David had just said. 


"How could he?! After all we fuckin’ did! He goes and hitches up with that bastard!" 


"Dave, they thought you were DEAD! What else are they supposed to do?!" 

He didn't care about the absurdity of the situation. Didn't care that he was standing on the bed screaming. 
Didn't care that he was throwing inanimate objects. All he cared about was trying to get to the bottom of 
Dave's personality, trying to work out what made him tick Yes, he was mad. He had every right to be. His ex- 
lovers had hooked up and done what Dave had always wanted to do. 

Dave growled and slammed a fist into the wall, a flurry of plaster drifting to the floor. 

"Dave, don't! You'll end up injuring yourself!" 

"An why the fuck not, Junior?! All they've done is fuckin’ hurt me. Toss me from their fuckin’ band. An' then 
he takes my fuckin’ boyfriend!" His fist thumped the wall with each word he spoke, David flinching. "Fuckin. 
Bastard. Traitor!" 


Jumping from the bed, he grabbed Dave's wrist and stared into hazel eyes so filled with anger David wondered 


if there was any left in the world. 
"Calm down," he said. "Please." 
"Why?!" 


"Because it's in the past." Gently he ran his fingers over Dave's wrist, feeling him slowly begin to give in and 


relax. "Focus on the now. Focus on what you've got" David smiled. "Focus on being better than them." 

The anger drained from Dave and he slumped against the wall, exhausted. David continued to hold on to him. 
"Yeah," the redhead murmured. "Yeah. We'll be better than them. Bigger, louder, faster, better" 

Taking Dave in to his arms, he lead his lover to the bed. "That's the attitude | want to hear." 


wvunu 


Dave flicked between sadness and vengeance, the hate and anger which boiled through him as hot as the sun, 
while the depressions were as bleak and as black as winter. Slowly David worked his way through the piles of 
vegetables, tossing them into pans. Sweat beaded along his forehead, the Underground's paltry air conditioning 
system doing little to get rid of the summer heat. Combined with the heat of a kitchen, it was close to killing 


him. 
"Salad!" he called over the sound of fans and ovens. "Why can't people eat salad in this weather?" 


David heard Michele laugh, pans clattering behind him. "Because you're talking about men here. Men who work 


with machines. They don't want salad, not even in the middle of summer." She elbowed him in the ribs, a 


mischievous grin on her face. "Just like you, they prefer meat.” 

Pouting, he glared at her until she laughed. Slapping his ass, Michele walked away, still roaring with laughter. 
"Hey!" she called. 

"Yeah?" 

"You play really well, you know." 

David felt a blush heat his cheeks. "You can hear us?" 

"You forget you're in a place of interconnecting tunnels. Your music carries along the service ducts." 

The redness deepened, the heat rising and he lowered his head. 


"Don't worry," Michele continued. "We can't hear anything else you do. Although | do need to have a word with 


you about the other gentleman you've been bringing home." 


Placing a chopping board beside him, she began to chop carrots, knife flying across the wood. David kept his 
head down, trying to hide the shame he felt. 


"Look, we don't mind you bringing other people down here. In fact, we encourage it, especially for those who've 


run from the Crash. It's a good way for you to integrate into society. But.” 
He peered up from beneath his bangs. "But what?" he whispered. 


"But you have to be careful. Revere gave you the bonded status for a reason He saw something in you. Saw 


that you needed to be together forever." 
"We're fine," David mumbled, turning his attention back to his work 


"You may be now, but a few weeks, or a few months, or a few years down the line, you may wonder what you 


did and why you did it. You may find that it's harming your relationship. You may feel resentment for it" 
David fought against the lump in his throat, and nodded. "How did you know?" he softly asked. 


She rested a hand against his back. "You're watched by over thirteen thousand cameras, twenty four hours a 
day, seven days a week. | see it all. And David?" 


"Yeah?" 


There was a motherly sadness in her eyes. "I don't want to see you two split up. You've been through too 


much together to go through that as well. Just be careful, okay? If not for me, then for each other." 


He nodded and managed a smile. "Promise." 


Fade to Black 


David could feel his blood pressure rising as the dates on the calendar rolled over. One by one they fell away 
until they finally settled on the one date he had hoped would never come around. Just looking at it made him 
feel sick. Just thinking about it made him want to end it all. Yet he knew he had to remain strong, had to 


remain focused. 
"We're fuckin’ goin." 


Leaning against the wall, David cradled his bass close, as though it was the one thing which would save him 


from what was to come. "Why?" he asked. "Why do you want to torture yourself with that?" 


Dave's eyes flared dark, lips peeled back into a sneer. David no longer reacted to it, no longer felt threatened. 


He'd learned that it was Dave's way of showing his displeasure and wasn't in any way aimed at him. 
“cause we've got to see what the fuckin’ competition is like." 
"And this has nothing to do with your two ex-lovers fucking each other does it?" 


He knew he shouldn't have asked it. Knew he should have kept his mouth shut. But Dave didn't move, didn't 


flicker. He said nothing, instead leaning against the wall. 
After several deep breaths, he looked at David. "Yeah. Maybe it's about them a little." 


Pushing the bass to one side, David patted his knees. A pain ached through him, the confession touching, and 
hurting, him. Finally Dave was beginning to open up, their argument of a few weeks previous having registered. 
Lying on the bed, he laid his head in David's lap, purring softly as hands stroked over his head. They had 
started going to counselling, sorting through everything which had happened in the previous months. Slowly, 
their counsellor, a woman called Sabrina, had taught them how to react to what had happened, had told them 
to let it run its course. She had given them ideas to help them help one another, to remain calm, and to 


remember why they were together. 


"You can talk, you know," David softly said. "I'm not going to judge you. I'm not going to think any worse of you. 
You're free to say anything you want." 


Beneath his fingers, he felt Dave begin to relax. "I" He paused, shoulders rising and falling. "| feel abandoned. Feel 
like they wanted me dead. Maybe they did Maybe they knew what would happen to me and they wanted me 


gone." 


He remained silent, fingers working through Dave's hair, trying to lull whatever was happening in his mind. He 
had to let Dave speak. Couldn't interrupt him. It was up to Dave to work through whatever was in his mind. 


"Did those two want to hook up without me around? Did they want me gone so they could be together? Did 


they even fuckin’ love me? Or did they just love each other? | want answers, Junior. | want fuckin’ answers!" 


Quietly he coved, feeling his own eyes begin to prickle with tears. So much pain So much anguish. All of it 
stored away for so long, rotting a beautiful soul from the inside out. Dave's body heaved, shuddering sobs 
beginning to break. Leaning down, he wrapped his arms around his boyfriend, head resting against his back. His 
own tears came, his hands stroking along the shaking body. Dave's hands grasped his legs. David should have 
felt hurt by what the redhead had said. Should have been crying because it seemed as though he wasn't 
enough for Dave. But he knew that wasn't the case. It was all a part of Dave's make up, the things which had 
lived so long inside of him that even a new soul beside him couldn't wash them away. One day, he hoped that 
they would be gone, that Dave would finally be happy. Until then, David had decided to walk beside him, to hold 


him and to love him. 

Bent over Dave's prone body, he fed his boyfriend everything he had, every ounce of love and comfort. 
Brushing the fiery hair from his neck, David placed gentle kisses to the pulse point, feeling Dave's heart beat 
against his lips. 


"| love you. I'll never stop loving you. I'll never abandon you. lm here forever." 
y p loving y Yy 


One by one, the cats nudged the door open. Each silently hopped up on to the bed, arranging themselves around 


the two, sorrowful men. 


woun 


Word had gotten rourd that the first band out of America since the Crash was in town and the place was 
packed. Pressed against the wall, David nursed a beer, Jack beside him. There'd been a long talk about their 
relationship and it had been agreed that until Dave and David had healed from their traumas it would go no 
further. Still, it didn't stop the two men from leaning against one another, free hands intertwined in the 
shadows. 

"Appreciate it," Jack said, head against David's. 

He smiled. "Appreciate what?" 

Jack nodded to their hands and David gave his friend's fingers and appreciative squeeze. 

"No matter what, | still like you," David replied. "Still like you a lot. But you understand, don't you?" 

Lips nuzzled his hair. "Course | do. Just glad you didn't kick me from the band or anything like that." 


"Wouldn't do that. You're a fuckin’ smokin’ guitarist, and a great guy to boot. We need you." 


"Thanks." 


"If you two fairies have finished snuggling, I'd like to get this show on the road" Dave stood before them, 
beers in both hands. David raised an eyebrow and Dave just shrugged in response. "I'm gonna give the guy who 


stole my boyfriend a soaking.” 


Sighing, David pushed himself away from the wall, his heart aching. "Don't do anything stupid will you? Don't 
forget that we're here for you." 


"Yeah, yeah, | get it, Junior. You're my boyfriend now. You got nothing to worry about. l'm not going to up and 
leave with the guy. Besides, now that he's been with James he's used goods. | wouldn't put my dick anywhere 


near that." 


David bit his tongue. He knew that trying to engage Dave in meaningful conversation at that point was futile no 
matter how much the redhead's words hurt him. Would that be him one day? Would be wind up as used 


goods? Would their relationship with Jack cause Dave to use that against him? 


"Ladies and gentleman,’ the pub's MC began, "I'd like you to give a huge Black Dog welcome to the only band to 
make it out of America since 1981. METALLICA!" 


The crowd's roar went up as the houselights went down. Beside him, Dave stiffened as four men walked out on 
to the stage. He could feel the hate and pain rippling from Dave in waves and he reached out to place a hand in 
the small of his boyfriend's back. Whereas normally his small touches would have relaxed the redhead, this 


time it did nothing, the tension remaining deep in his muscles. 


One beer disappeared down Dave's throat in a matter of seconds, the other still clutched tight as though it 


would save him from whatever he was feeling. 


David eyed the band with suspicion. The tall, blond haired man and the guy with the head full of curls appeared 
to be tight, even on stage. They did little to hide what went on behind the scenes, and he could sense that it 


was upsetting Dave. 

About twenty minutes into the set, during a lull in the music, Dave pulled away. Making a grab for him, David 
missed, instead watching the redhead weave through the crowd, almost in a trance as he made for the stage. 
With his heart hammering, he reached for Jack, holding his hand as Dave stared at the band. The blond man, 

the one he assumed was James, turned back to the crowd, only for him to stop. He took a step back before 

returning to the front, shielding his eyes with his hands. 

"Mustaine?" A silence had fallen over the crowd, his amplified voice suddenly painfully loud. 


He couldn't hear what Dave said, just saw him gesturing wildly with his beer free hand. 


The amplified voice came again. "How the fuck-?" 


There was more gesturing and David could hear strains of Dave's voice, most curse words. 

‘Come see us after the show. | wanna talk to you." 

Dave threw both hands in the hair, people ducking as he showered them with beer. Whatever was being said 
was obviously not to his liking and he stalked through back through the crowd. Anger darkened his face, hair 
stuck to his forehead, teeth bared. Sinking back against the wall, David stared at him. He didn't want to fear 


the man before him but still it rose, clasping him in an icy grip. 


wun 


Standing outside the dingy dressing room, his fingernails digging into his palms, David listened to the argument 
which was flying behind the door. 


"You were a fuckin liability, Mustaine! That's why we fuckin’ kicked you out!" 

"But you gave me no fuckin’ warning!" 

"We gave you plenty!" 

Silence. He could imagine Dave, see his hunched shoulders, his deep breathing, the eyes darkened with anger. 
"You gave me nothin," he heard Dave say. "You just kicked me out" 

"Dave, you were a fuckin’ maniac. If you hadn't killed yourself, you'd have killed us. And we didn't want to risk 
that." David heard a sigh, the flimsy walls barely concealing anything. "You're a fuckin’ awesome guitarist, 
Mustaine, an’ you fuckin’ know it. You're gonna go far." 


"You know | wound up as Shoot to Kill, don't you?" 


A roar of laughter flew threw the door. "Why am | not fuckin’ surprised. It wasn't like you were gonna do 


much else. It was either play or die wasn't it?" 

David heard a growl, followed by the sound of bodies being thrown around. 

"You fucker!" Dave roared. "You absolute fucker! You actually don't care, do you?!" 
Silence again. 

"No, Mustaine, | don't any more. | stopped caring the day | booted your ass out” 


More silence. Closing his eyes, David silently prayed. Prayed that there would be no more harsh words. No 


more anger. No more pain. 


"As for you," Dave hissed. "You traitorous whore! How could you?!" 
Another voice, one he assumed was Kirk's joined them. "l'm not a whore" 
"YOU'RE A WORTHLESS, USELESS, FUCKIN: WHORE! AND YOU ALWAYS WILL BE!" 


"MUSTAINE!" 


"What did you want me to do, Dave?!" Kirk. It sounded as though he was on the verge of crying. "Come looking 


for you?" 
"YES! You were my fuckin’ boyfriend!" 
| know! And I'm sorry." 


"NOT GOOD ENOUGH!" David could hear a note of pain in Dave's voice, the heartbreak beginning to filter 
through. "Not only do you fuckin’ leave me, but you fuckin’ join them! Are you fucking him?" 


"Huh?" 
"James, are you fucking James?!" 
"Mustaine." James again. "Cool it. It's none of your business any more." 


"Yes, it is! Its all my business. Not only do you kick me out, but you steal my boyfriend for your band, and 
carry on fucking him! Are you trying to kill me?!" 


There was the sound of sniggering. "No, you managed that one yourself.” 
The door opened and Dave stormed out, slamming the door so hard that the handle snapped off in his hand. 
With a final scream, he hurled it at the wall and swept past David. Blood stained his face and hands, bruises 


beginning to rise on his pale skin. He didn't even glance at David as he left. 


With a deep breath and a heavy heart, David followed in his boyfriend's wake, hoping and praying that the walk 


home would dissipate the anger. 


Suicide 


Opening the door to their apartment, he watched Dave carry on past, footsteps echoing along the curved 


corridor. 
"Dave? Dave?!" 


The only response he got was a flick of the redhead's middle finger. Utterly dejected, he stepped in and 
slammed the door shut behind him. 


"Shit! 


Tossing the key onto the table, David slumped in to a chair and dropped his head into his hands. Waves of hurt 
crashed over him, breaking his heart. Dave wasn't in love with him. He was in love with someone else and 
always had been. He was just a replacement, someone to ease the pain until the original love returned. A lump 


began to form in his throat, eyes stinging with unshed tears. 


Something warm bumped against his head and he lifted his eyes to find Grumps sitting in front of him. Loud 
purrs shook the tiny body and, with a smile cracking his lips, David scratched the grey and white head. 


"Bet you guys want feeding, huh?" Kicking the chair back, he made for the kitchen. "You hungry? Come on?" 
The cat skidded across the table, landing in front of David just as he pushed the kitchen door open 


Fixing himself a coffee, he changed the litter box and put out new food, happily watching as the six cats 
clambered around the bowl. Mewls and purrs filled the air and, cradling his mug, he sank to the floor, knees 
against his chest as he watched. 


One by one the cats came to him, a mix of different colours and personalities. Grumps had already established 
himself as the alpha cat, demanding David's lap. Snowball was quieter and more timid, only coming to him when 
he called her. Alchemy spent most of his time jumping on and off the work surfaces before sliding down the 
cupboards, legs splayed, and onto David's shoulder. Sam was like her brother Alchemy, boisterous and into 
everything. And Dave. David sighed as he looked at the little ginger cat. It sat beside the water bowl, almost 


lost in its reflection. 


Placing his hand on the floor, David softly called to the cat until it looked up. For a few moments more, it sat 
and stared at him before walking over and sitting beside his fingers. Lifting his hand, David ran it over the soft 
orange fur. It was starting to thicken, his fingers disappearing in to it. After a few moments, the ginger cat 
began to purr and David smiled. 


Closing his eyes, he leaned against the wall, the cats warmth lulling him to sleep and healing his aching heart. 


He woke cold and stiff. The kitchen light still burned overhead and, while Dave and Grumps still slept beside 
him, the others had slunk away, sleeping in the cat bed or on the floor. Easing Grumps from his lap, David got 
to his feet, joints aching. Placing the still sleeping cat into the bed, he walked to his own, saddened to find that 
it was empty. He wondered where Dave was. Wondered if he was okay. Wondered if he'd ever come back. Or 


had he gone for good? 

His whole body protested as he lay down. He knew he should go looking for Dave, but what was the point? The 
redhead had made it blatantly obvious that he was still in love with another man. Pulling the blankets over 
himself, he hugged Dave's pillow close, inhaling his scent. It was still intoxicating, singing to his soul. But now, 
rather than make him laugh with happiness, it brought the tears of a deep seated sadness. Everything he'd 
ever wanted was nothing more than a dream. Dave didn't want him. He'd been too easy a catch, Dave 


preferring something he had to chase. 


A cold realisation swirled through him, gripping his very being. Dragging himself from the bed, David didn't 
bother to shower or change, just yelled a goodbye to the cats as he flew from the apartment. 


Running through the station, he skidded to the kitchen, Michele looking shocked as he stopped before her. 
"Dave," he panted. "Have you seen him?" 
She shook her head, frowned and planted a hand on a hip. "No. Whatever is this about?" 


He ignored her words, gripping the edge of a cold, metal counter as he stared at her. "| need to find him! 


Please, Michele, | think he's going to do something stupid" 


Biting her lower lip, she looked at him before swiping up the walkie radio which sat beside her. "Michele to 


control. Do you copy?" 

A voice crackled from it. "Go ahead" 

‘lm looking for a white male, approx six feet tall, early twenties, dressed in black, long hair." 

A heavy silence fell over the kitchen and, lowering his head, David silently prayed, hands clasped before him. 
Please be okay. Please don't have done anything stupid Im sorry for hating you because of what you said | know 
you didn’t mean if. 


The radio crackled to life. "End of platform one, Hyde Park Corner. Next train in two minutes." 


David felt the colour drain from his face and, looking to Michele, he saw that she was equally as ashen. 


Clutching the radio tight, she bawled, "Shut it down!" 


"Copy that. System wide shut down initiated." 


Above them the lights flickered and suddenly, from beyond the walls, came silence. The tinny voice of a public 
address system could be heard, too quiet for them to hear. 


"Michele to Hyde Park Corner." 
"Go ahead." 


"You have a possible jumper on platform one." She repeated Dave's stats but David barely heard them, his 
vision swaying, the breath suddenly having disappeared from his body. 


Possible jumper. 
Possible jumper. 
Possible jumper. 
Dave was going to commit suicide. 


"Don't approach him," he heard Michele say. "Not unless he moves to go into the tunnels. Keep him there 


because we're coming to get him." 


"Come on, you, let's go." She grabbed his hand, all but pulling him from the kitchen. 


wun 


The bus jerked through the city, Michele leaning on the horn as she veered around red buses and black cabs, 
shouting at people who stepped out in front of her. It may have only been a five minute drive but, to David, it 
felt like eternity. He didn't see London. All he saw was Dave. Dead. Beneath a train. His body hacked to pieces by 
the hundreds of tons of metal. 


Red hot tears rolled down his cheeks and he clutched his knees to his chest. Michele seemed to sense that 
now wasn't the time to interrogate him about what had happened. Instead, she placed a hand on his knee and 


cooed quietly, trying to soothe him. 


The bus pulled up right outside the small Tube station Crowds milled around outside, confused and bitter. With 
his heart racing, David pushed through them, screaming at them to get out of his way. Jumping the turnstiles, 


he sprinted down the stalled escalators while around him a disembodied female voice spoke. 


"We are sorry for the disruption to the London Underground service. We are working on correcting the problem. 


Please listen for updates." 


Skidding on to the empty platform, he stopped and stared. There, at the end, stood Dave, his back to David and 


staring in to the abyss of the tunnel. Waiting for a train which would never come. 


It felt as though the breath had been knocked from him as he walked to the centre of the platform. Time 


stilled, his mind focused on the lost, swaying figure. 

"Dave," he softly called, voice echoing along the tunnel. 

The figure stiffened, arms outstretched in a bastardized crucifixion. Taking a deep breath, David collected his 
thoughts, eyes never leaving Dave's back. Everything he said had to be about Dave, had to be spoken in love. 
He couldn't bring up his own hurt and anger, no matter how much he wanted to. 

"Dave, I'm sorry you're hurting. This has been a real blow but it doesn’t have to end like this. You can do so 
much better. You can be everything you want to be. You can turn Megadeth into something great. | know you 
can. | can feel-" 

"Shut up, Junior." 

Standing his ground, David stared at his boyfriend's reflection in the mirror above the tunnel. The one which 
showed the driver whether the train was safe to move now held the image of a pale and broken man. Dave 
took another step forward, teetering on the edge of the platform, arms still outstretched. Slowly he rocked 
back and forth, his shoulders heaving as he took several deep breaths. 

"Dave, ple-" 


"Shut the fuck up, Junior!" 


He recoiled at Dave's voice, at the bile which was spat at him. The venom began to rise inside of him, poisoning 


him. 

"Look, | know I'm not what you want," he retaliated. "I know you don't love me. | know you don't want a band 
with me. But that doesn't stop me from loving you. Dave, | love you with all of my heart and even if you 
never return that again, I'll always be here for you." 

The mirror showed Dave's reflection, his lips peeled back in to a snarl. The redhead's hands balled in to fists 
and David could see bloody wounds crisscrossing Dave's arms, no doubt the results of his anger and 
depression. 

"Just let me fuckin’ diel" 


"Not gonna happen, Dave. No trains are running until you step away from that platform and come with me." 


Slowly Dave turned to him, face written with anger. He should have been scared, yet David felt nothing except 


serenity. They were safe. Nothing could happen. No one was going to die. 


With a scream which could have been torn from Hell itself, Dave charged at him, hands twisted into claws. At 
the last possible second, David took a step to the side, reached out and tangled a hand into the waves of red 
hair. Wrapping his arms around Dave, he sank them to the floor, the redhead's legs trapped beneath him, arms 
locked against his chest. 


Still he struggled. Still he screamed. Still he spat abuse at David. Yet he ignored it all. Laying his head against 
Dave's shoulder, he let the emotion wash over him, the hurt and the pain finally bubbling out. 


‘Its over, Dave," he murmured. "It's over. The pain's gonna go now. You don't have to live with it any more. 


Just you an’ me. Just you an’ me. Just you an’ me." 


It became his mantra as they waited. Waited for the demons to fall quiet. Waited for the tears to stop. Waited 


for the thrashing to calm. Waited for their escort to come and collect them. 


When The Storm Calms 


The hospital was tiny, barely covering three floors of an abandoned factory. Hospitals had been set up in the 
wake of the Pulse and David wasn't surprised to find that the light green and white rooms belonged to the 
Hidden They'd chosen individual rooms over the long wards of beds the British hospitals were normally known 
for. The simple reason had been that they had been dealing with a variety of injuries and contagious diseases. 
Now they mostly dealt with Tube related injuries and any illnesses the Hidden contracted. Including breakdowns. 


Sitting beside Dave's bed, David watched him sleep. They were giving Dave medication to help him cope and to 
quieten his mind. Yet, lying in the bed, he looked pale and fragile, almost lost amid the stark white sheets. 


"Go home, David. Get some rest." He looked to the door to see Michele standing there, a fresh bunch of 


flowers in her arms. 


Walking across the room, she took the vase from the bedside table, and went into the bathroom, the wilting 


blooms replaced with new ones. 
"| don't want to," he replied. 


Sitting in the chair opposite him, she sighed. "If you don't, you'll wind up here as well. You've been here for two 
days now and, quite frankly, you look like you need a bath and a shave. You don't want Dave seeing you like 
that, right?" 


David managed a smile. "Suppose not." 


Michele's face mirrored his own. "Go home then. Get cleaned up and then come back. If Dave wakes up, he'll 


understand." 


He felt conflicted. On the one hand, he wanted to go back, and at least rest for a while. His brain was becoming 
fuzzy through lack of sleep and the hundreds of thoughts which rattled through on it. On the other, he 
wanted to stay, just in case Dave did wake. He had, periodically woken, and mumbled incoherently before falling 
back in to his sleep. 


"Go, David. I'll stay." Her hand was at his elbow, carefully lifting him from the chair and directing him to the 


door. 


The sun had been nice, beating down on him as he'd wandered to catch a train and get back to Victoria. Letting 
himself in to the apartment, he was instantly surrounded by excited cats, Sophie sitting on the table and 
happily surveying the scene. Whistling them, David lead them into the kitchen, fed them, and dropped on to the 
bed. Everything went black. 


He was woken by something batting his nose. Opening his eyes, he found Grumps sitting beside him, one paw 
tapping at him. Smiling, he picked up the cat and sat it on his chest. Instantly the grey and white cat began to 
purr, paws twitching as he began to settle down. Gently David ran a hand along Grumps's back, fingers kneading 
his thickening fur. 

“Alright, bro?" 

Green eyes squeezed open and closed. 

"Wanna take a trip?" 

The purrs grew louder and David's smile widened. 


"Maybe not today, but another day. We'll take a trip." 


Grumps gave the tiniest meow, a sound which made David giggle. "Awww man, that's the cutest thing I've ever 


heard. Do it again" 


It was as though Grumps could understand him, giving him another of the small sounds. His body shook as he 
laughed, scratching behind the cats ears and under his chin. 


"Don't know why you're sitting on me. | must stink. Or do | smell of something good?" 


Turning his head, he looked at the clock, his heart dropping. "Shit. Sorry, Grumps. | gotta get in the shower." 
Carefully he picked the cat up, gave him a kiss and placed him on the bed. "Don't wreck the joint while I'm out, 


will you?" 


Bending down, he held his hand up to the cat, palm out. He didn't expect anything and, when Grumps high fived 
him, he laughed and ruffled the cat's head. 


"You're a smart one. | can see me and you are going to get on" 


Grumps gave him another of his tiny, high pitched meows, David's grin widening. "Okay, cat, shower time. Be 
good." 


woun 


Night had fallen and heavy clouds hung in the sky. The first heavy drops of rain fell as David raced from the 
Tube station and to the hospital. Trees surrounded the building, cutting it off from the roads and gave the 
hospital an air of calm. Standing beneath one of the trees, David watched the rain fall, flashing before the 
lights of the building and pattering against the leaves. 


The sound of the rain relaxed him, sending shivers down his spine and easing the voices in his head. He had 
Dave hadn't had a lot of chances to speak and, when they did, Dave's words were mostly incoherent babbling, 
his hands grabbing at illusions only he could see. It didn't stop the hurt and the anger, the knowledge that Dave 


wanted to be with someone else leaving a heavy rock in his soul. 


Youre not good enough, the voices screamed You're just the fresh faced virgin. You don't know how to please a 
man lke that. He's out of your league. Way, way out of it. Hell, even Jack's out of it. Just let those two get on 
with it Dont worry; they'll let you jerk off watching them. 


Rubbing the heel of his hand into his eyes, David groaned, the rejection leaving him cold Leaning against a tree, 
he focused on the rain, on the soft sounds, the gentle breeze lifting his hair. Gently it lulled him, sent him to 
another place, one where he was happy. 

Closing his eyes, he shivered as a lukewarm drop of rain slid through his hair. He remembered Minnesota's 
summer storms, the lightening forking through the air, rain hammering the dry ground. He'd sit on the swing 
seat on the porch, watching them, a blanket tugged around his shoulders. Even as he'd aged, he'd done the 
same every summer, taking in their might and beauty. Post Crash they were a reminder that some things 


stayed the same, that the seasons would keep coming and going no matter what had happened. 


Some nights he'd fallen asleep on the porch, rocked to sleep by the rumbles of thunder, a seasonal hand 


rocking him to sleep. 
"David?" 


He jumped at the sound of his name, heart pounding as he looked around himself. It was a voice he didn't 


recognise, his eyes scanning the shadows to see where it had come from. 

The figure appeared, dashing through the hospital lights and beneath the tree's canopy. They were soaked and 
David could just make out wet curls hanging around their shoulders. As they stepped closer, David took a step 
back, a low hiss coming from his lips. 

"What do you want?" he demanded. 

Kirk shook his head and tugged the wet hair from his eyes. "| wanted to say sorry." 

The enemy was here, standing before him, and the heat of his anger finally broke, streaming to the surface. 


David felt his face contort in to a snarl. “Well, you've said it. You can fuck off now." 


In the low light, he watched the other man bite his lower lip before gazing at his shoes. "I didn't meant for him 
to go off like that." 


‘I'm pretty sure you didn't," David snapped. "Now fuck off" 


"| will. | just wanted to say something first.” 


Clenching his hands in to fists, David resisted the urge to slug him. After all that had happened, after the 
torment Metallica had given his lover, he'd thought they were gone for good. Not staying in London to see if 
they could finish off the job they'd started. 


"Go on. Say it. And make it quick. | want to get back in that fuckin’ building and look after my boyfriend." 


He saw the other man shake a little, yet none of the compassion he'd normally feel was there. David felt 


totally devoid of any other emotion, the rage having completely taken over. 


"I just wanted to say that I'm sorry. I'm sorry for what happened. Sorry that you had to hear everything he 
had to say." 


"Oh, come on," David spat. "He made it pretty obvious he still wants you. So why don't you go in there and take 
him, huh? Go on. Fuckin do it." 


Kirk shook his head. "He's not mine, and never was. I've never been strong enough for him. Its someone like you 


he needs. Someone who'll actually be able to calm the fire in him." 


Cocking his head to one side, David raised an eyebrow. "What the fuck are you on, man? | heard him, and that 
don't lie." 


"The old Dave, the pre-Crash Dave, he would have killed everyone in that room. Yet that night he didn't. There 


were only words. And you want to know something else?" 
"Go on" 


"There was something in his eyes. Something I'd never seen before. You weren't in that room for a reason" 


David snorted and tossed a handful of hair over his shoulder. "Damn right | wasn't. The fuckin’ idiot thought 


the walls were thicker than they were. Thought | couldn't hear what was going on" 


"No. That wasn't the reason. He was protecting you. Any other person and they'd have been in there as well, 
being thrown under whatever bus he chose. That's how he works. If he doesn't like you, for whatever reason, 
you get lynched. But you. You're different to him. He obviously didn't want you to go home alone, but didn't 

want you to witness what was going to happen. You're special to him, David. He doesn't want me any more. He 


wants you" 
A silence fell over them, broken only by the sound of the rain 


"Don't let the bitching and the backstabbing get to you, David. It's not worth the pain it causes. He's a 


reactionary person, its going to happen. Just go with the flow and love him." 
He mumbled a quiet "Okay" 

The sodden figure melted away in to the shadows. "Stay safe, David" 

"| will” 


He stared at the shadows, wondering if what had happened was a hallucination, a figment of his imagination. A 
tiny voice in the back of his mind urged him to look down and there, at his feet, were a pair of white roses. 


Rebirth 


He placed the white roses in the vase, staring at them for a moment. One for each of them. A gift, from the 


person he'd considered the enemy. 


Sitting in the window, David watched the storm rage, thunder and lightening crashing through the sky. The 
trees which surrounded the hospital were illuminated by lights, the rain pattering off the leaves. David felt his 


eyes grow heavy, sleep fast gaining on him. 


In the bed, Dave muttered softly, the words too quiet to make out. Turning his attention from the window, 
David stared at the flowers, the two white roses standing out. 


A week later and Dave was finally released. Michele had kindly gone to collect him while David readied the 
apartment. It didn't take much, the collecting most of the dirt and cat hair. He lit several candles in the 
bedroom and made sure that the kettle was hot, ready to make coffee when Dave walked in. Bubbling away on 
the twin ring stove was a pan of homemade soup, freshly baked bread sitting on a cutting board. A slab of 
butter sat on a plate. 


The cats danced around, climbing his legs and generally getting in the way. No matter how often he deposited 
them in the living area, mewling and demanding attention. Finally, he gave up and, with one tucked under each 
arm, he whistled the rest and collapsed on to the couch. Instantly he was surrounded, his four legged friends 
jumping up. Grumps, as always, took pride of place in David's lap. That was Grumps' place and woe betide 
anyone else who tried to take it. David was waiting for the day when Dave and Grumps would face off, each of 


them making their argument for why they were David's favourite. 


The thought made him chuckle, the nerves of earlier melting away. He didn't know what to expect when Dave 


returned. Didn't know what mood he'd be in. Or if he still even wanted to be with David. 


A key clicked in the lock and David' head snapped around, watching as Dave ambled in, head down, a paper bag 
clutched in one hand. Michele held his elbow, guiding him to the couch, and David. 


She gave them a tired smile. "I'll be around if you need me. Doesn't matter what it is. Just yell." 
David nodded, the sick feeling rising. 

"Dave's medication is in the-" 

"Not takin’ ‘em," Dave mumbled. 


Taking a deep breath, David steadied himself and placed a hand on Dave's arm. "We'll discuss that later. Sorry, 


Michele." 


‘Its okay. They're in the bag. One at night. The doctor will come in and check on you. Not just Dave. Both of 


you. Any problems, you know where | am." 


She left, shutting the door behind herself. Turning to Dave, he eased the bag from his boyfriend's fingers and 
opened it. Two brown bottles of tablets sat in the bottom. 


"Dave, please take them" 

ne 

"Why not?" 

"Don't want to poison myself" 

David sighed. "They'll help. 

Hazel eyes snapped to his own, a sneer beginning to pull at his boyfriend's lips, but David refused to cower. 
"Poison," Dave hissed, gesturing to the bag. "Alter your brain forever. A for them to control you" 

TE 

"Governments, Big Brother, New World Order.” 


David snorted and got to his feet. Depositing the bag in the bedroom, he picked up the grey and white cat, 
cradling him in his arms as he paced back and forth. "None of those people are after you, Dave." 


"And how do you know? When was the last time you did any research?" 

"I think being locked up in that prison was research enough. And you should know better from the breeding 
program. No one's after us, not any more. And they were government agencies, paid to do a job. There's no 
one higher than the government. No one covertly watching you." 


"Oh, and you know this, do you?" Dave snapped. "An expert on it all?" 


David stopped before his boyfriend and gazed down at it. "No, just a gut feeling. But if that's what you want to 
believe, that's fine by me. I'm not going to stop you." 


"Good, ‘cause you'd know what would happen wouldn't you?" 


Raising an eyebrow, David glared at him. "And you know what I'd do, don't you?" Placing Grumps back on the 


floor, he straddled Dave's thighs, sliding himself down into his lap. Linking his arms around the redhead's neck, 
he gazed into angry, hazel eyes. Dave made no move to touch him, hands limp at his sides. 


"But let's not argue," David continued. "There really isn't any use to it” 
Dave's fingers twitched, moving to slide along his legs. 

Sliding his lips over Dave's cheek, he murmured, "Let's never fight" 
The fingers twitched higher, wrapping around him, holding him. 


"Talk about whatever you want, Dave." His lips found the curve of his lover's neck, tasting the pulse which 
beat beneath the skin. "I want to hear everything you have to say. Every little idea. Everything you've read or 
seen. | want to know what the world looks like through your eyes. | want to know what drives you. Want to fall 


in love with you all over again" 


Dave's fingers clasped his back, holding him tight as he was lifted and carried him to the bedroom. 


Warm, wet lips slid over his stomach and to his chest. They danced over his nipples, sucking and licking, hands 
sliding beneath him to clasp his back as arched from the bed. His cock throbbed against his stomach, his entire 
body screaming for release. But Dave wasn't giving it to him, not yet at least. No amount of pleading or 
whining was getting David what he wanted. He wanted to come. Wanted to scream the room down. But the 
teasing never stopped, Dave kissing his way back down his body and nuzzling the head of his cock. There was 
no relief, no release and, in a way, he loved it. Most of the time their couplings were quick and frenzied, over 
in a matter of moments. Now another element had been added, the long, drawn aspect of time. They had it all 
now. No more program. No more prison. No more hurt and anger. All they had was time and a desire to get to 


know one another. 

Fingers tapped his flank and he gazed down at Dave, taking in the lust darkened eyes. 
"Lie on your front." 

"Gonna fuck me now?" 


A grin lit Dave's face. "Not a hope in Hell. Gonna make you squirm a little more before | do that” 


The fire that had been lit in Dave's soul was still there. Within days of him leaving the hospital, they were 
back on track. Jack and Adam had turned up and their tiny living area had been turned into a makeshift 


rehearsal space. A small cassette recorder sat on the table, the cats curious as to their new companions. New 


people meant more attention. More attention meant more chance of food. Laughing to himself, David carefully 
removed Alchemy from the drum stool and placed him in the kitchen. Of course, that only lead to another 
escaping, Snowball making a break for the bass drum and the unintentional nest of blankets in the bottom of it. 


Back and forth he scurried, collecting cats and putting them away, explaining that the noise would hurt their 


ears, before one of them made another bid for freedom. Filling the food bowl, he leaned against the counter. 
"Give us an hour or two, okay? Then you can come out and play." 


No response except for the contented sounds of six cats eating. With a sigh of relief, he headed back into the 
living area, picking up his bass and slung it around his body. At the table sat Dave, scraps of paper spread in 
front of him. Lyrics were scrawled across the scraps, angry, harsh, scathing words denouncing governments 
and politicians. David felt a burn roar through him, Dave's anger infectious. He wanted to be on a stage. Wanted 


to be ripping at his bass, the notes tearing the air around them. 


Harder. Better. Faster. Louder. They would lay waste to venues and bands alike. They'd snarl at the haters and 


embrace those who adored the music. They'd be an army. An army with the power of a nuclear weapon. 


From beneath his raggy bangs, Dave glared up at him, the power of what he'd etched onto the paper burning 
from his eyes. A sneer twisted David's lips. Tossing the pen to one side, Dave got to his feet, grabbed his 
guitar, and stared at them. 


"Let's fuckin’ do this," he growled. 


"No. No. NO! Absolutely not!" Michele paced her office, a room off from the main concourse of Victoria station 
Underground Management was etched onto the door. The windowless office held a desk, several chairs, and 
shelves of manuals, guidelines and paperwork. A few framed photos of herself and Paul, along with others, hung 


on the wall. 
"Why?" Dave asked. "Why can't we go and play?" 


He sounded like a child denied candy and David felt for him. After so long, Dave was realising his dreams, only 
to have them halted. 


"Because you're both supposed to be dead. And dead men don't go on stage and play music" Michele sighed and 
slumped behind her desk "I have a duty of care, not just to both of you, but also to everyone else down here. 
If | let you go and play gigs, the authorities will be here in a flash looking for their pound of flesh. Trust me, 
they'd do anything to take control of the Underground." 


"Why?" Dave again. 


"The London Underground draws in excess of a hundred million pounds a year. Why do you think they want it?" 
Beside him, David heard Dave huff. Michele pinched the bridge of her nose, eyes closing, 

"I can't risk it, l'm sorry. There are lives at risk here." 

"And if we do go and play?" Dave demanded, a hand on his hip. 

Michele opened her eyes. "You'll no longer be welcome here, and that's something | don't want to see. You're 


both an asset down here. Please, you have to understand. I'm not trying to be mean Not trying to stop you 


from doing what you want to do, but | have to protect everyone.” 


David nodded. "| understand." He looked to his boyfriend. "I'm sorry, Dave, | really like it down here. And | don't 


want to see anyone hurt, not after all we've been through." 
Dave's arms were folded across his chest, chin down, eyes on the floor. "So, you're against me as well?" 


"No! Absolutely not. | want this as much as you do. But Michele's right. We're dead. What do you think will 


happen if we're seen in public?" 


From behind the waves of red hair, he watched Dave's nostrils flare, the anger obviously building. Stepping up 
to him, David ran a hand along his back, feeling his boyfriend tense beneath his fingers. 


"Dave, there's a million other ways for us to get out there. We can take the demo to record labels. Send it to 


magazines." 
"And if they want your pictures?" Michele asked 
Looking at her, David smiled. "We'll use fake names, for now anyway. And no photos. Dave, please. We can do 


this but, for the moment, we need think logically. If we don't, then our dreams, and our lives, could be over 


before we've even started" 


Megadeth 


Author's Notes: 
| know this is a shorter chapter than normal but, for some reason, the mojo started going on this one. Still 
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A second past midnight, that was when the world changed forever. When lives and values were wiped out. 
When politics and dreams of war faded to nothing. Sitting on an empty platform at Victoria Station, David 


cradled Grumps in his lap and watched Dave pace the platform, ranting and raving. 


"Fuckers! Fucking bastards! Fucking rules!" His voice echoed in the cavity, yelling at the ghosts of passengers 
past. "We should just do it, Junior. Fuck ‘em! Should just go an’ play. Fuck the lot of tem." 


He stroked the purring mass, the cat's soft fur soothing him. Other than the funny jaw, Grumps also appeared 
to have smaller legs than his brothers and sisters. Rather than walk, he shuffled, although his jumping skills 
were perfect. It didn't take a lot of encouragement for him to climb David's body and perch himself on his 


shoulder. 
"But we can't," David said. "And we're not. | won't allow it" 


Hazel eyes, lit with the fires of the scorned, glared at him, lips peeling back from bared teeth. "Are you on 


their fuckin’ side, Junior?" 


‘Of course. These people have done a lot for us and we can't kick it back in their faces by outing the people 
who need protection, destroying their work, and ripping away their business. Besides, if we do, then we'll be 
exposed as well, and you know what that means." 


His words stilled Dave, the redhead pausing before an advertising board. Fingers edged in grime picked at a 
rogue sticker, jaw tight and set. 


"Dave?" 


The last train was long gone, the clock above the platform reading 2l4am. Along the tunnels, he could hear the 
ghostly voices and footsteps of those cleaning, maintaining, and protecting the system. In a few hours, the first 


train would run and another day would begin, its footsteps erasing those of the previous hours. 


Getting to his feet, he placed Grumps on his shoulder, waiting for the cat to settle before walking up to Dave 
and resting a hand in the small of his boyfriend's back. 


"Dave," he softly began, "there has to be another way of doing this. Just sleep on it, okay?" 


woun 


The demo was rough, recorded on whatever they could get their hands on, but none of them cared. They 


wanted it to sound raw and violent, a sonic assault on all who heard it. 


Sitting at the table, David carefully labelled each of the tapes, printing the track titles onto the little cardboard 
inlays. Dave had already written the band's name on them, the letters forming a sharp, jagged "Megadeth". 
Across from him sat his boyfriend, carefully writing submission letters on the clackerty typewriter Michele 
had loaned them. Between them, sat Alchemy, Snowball, and Grumps, all swinging between watching David's hand 
and chasing the arm of the typewriter. 


Michele had agreed to them sending the demo out but only on the provision that any record executives came 
to see them. No photos, no interviews, and definitely no recordings which could identify them. It had left Dave 
in a black mood, one which had seen him storming off in to the tunnels. His disappearance had sent David into 
frenzy, worried that another suicide attempt was on the cards. It was only when Michele had asked System 


Control to track Dave's movements that he'd calmed down. 


Finally his wandering boyfriend returned, dirty and less angry than when he'd left. Completely ignoring David, he 
walked straight into the shower. Sensing that something was wrong, David had suddenly found himself 
surrounded by concerned cats, all purring and climbing, desperate to give him attention 


When Dave eventually climbed into bed, David found himself staring at the redhead's back. Reaching out, he 


stroked along his spine, feeling him stiffen before relaxing. 

"Don't give up on the dream, Dave." 

He got a grunt in response. 

'Itll come when its ready. Everything does. It comes when we need it the most. And this will happen. You 
know." He sighed and moved to lie on his back, staring at the concrete ceiling. Once it had been a part of the 
tunnels, probably a service area, before being turned in to the apartments they knew. "Things happen for a 
reason. It's what happened with Metallica. To show you that you can be bigger and stronger than you think you 
can. You're gonna grow from this and be a great man You're gonna inspire others." He chuckled softly. "You 
inspire me." 


"Really?" It was the first word he'd spoken since walking back in. 


Smiling, David looked at him. The redhead had moved so he could look at David and, reaching out a hand, David 
stroked his face. 


"Yeah, you inspire me in a lot of ways. To be a better bass player. To experiment with my music. To be the 


person | want to be. To love you the best | can" 


In the candlelight he saw something glimmer in Dave's eyes and the redhead shuffled closer, draping an arm 


over David's shoulders. 


"Show me." Lips whispered against his own. "Show me how much you love me." 


Love Me 


"Sorry?" 


Fingers whispered down his chest, sliding over the slight curves of his body. Dave's lips found his again, his kiss 
a little more insistent. 


"Love me, Junior. Show me how you love me." 


Breathing heavily, he looked into Dave's darkened eyes, trying to read them, trying to find out what was going 


on deep within his lover's head. "Do you want me to-" 

A finger pressed to his lips silencing him. "Fuck me? Yeah, that's what | want." 

Panic began to settle over him. He'd never done that before. Never been inside of another. When he'd met 
Dave, he'd assumed his place was to be submissive to the redhead. Never did he think that Dave would hand 
over control to him, completely surrendering. 

The redhead shifted so that David was lying on top of him. Dark eyes were wide, silently pleading with him. 


"Fuck me, Junior. Please." 


Hovering over his boyfriend, David looked down at him. With his hands planted beside Dave's head, David gave 


him the barest of kisses. 

"I'm not going to fuck you, Dave." 

His boyfriend whined, hands gripping the back of David's head, fingers tangling in his hair. 
"Please." 


"No. I'm going to make love to you. Because that's what you want. What | want. You're not a fuck to me, Dave, 


and never have been You're far more than that." 


He watched Dave relax and, lowering his head to the redhead's throat, he gently peppered it with kisses, tongue 
tracing the pulsing vein He savoured the feeling of it throbbing against his lips, feeling Dave's life. Ghosting his 
hands down his boyfriend's sides, he smiled as Dave raised his hips, rubbing his hard dick against David's, 
quietly begging to have someone inside of him. He was doing that, he was making another excited. Rocking his 


own hips, he groaned as sparks of pleasure arced through him, making him shudder. 


"David" His boyfriend's voice was becoming husky, hands clawing at his head. 


Moving lower, he pressed kisses to Dave's chest, lips following barely there curves. Rubbing his roughened 
thumbs over his boyfriend's nipples he smiled as Dave arched from the bed, head back and eyes tightly closed. 
Hands moved from his head and to the bed, balling in to the sheets. 


Leaving a wet trail from his tight, flat stomach to his hip, David looked up at him, taking in the beautiful sight 
of Dave stretched out over the bed. 


"What do you want me to do now?" 
‘In me," Dave panted. "Want you in me." 


Reaching for the small set of bedside drawers, David routed through papers, pencils, matches, and candles until 
he found the small bottle of lube. Taking a deep breath, he coated a finger and pressed it to Dave's entrance. 
His boyfriend instantly reacted, tightening and growling, legs trying to close. Running a hand over his stomach, 
David cooed softly, his fingers pressing Dave's legs back apart. 


‘lm not gonna hurt you," he murmured. "I'm never gonna hurt you. Just want to make you happy.” 


Dave gasped as his finger pressed in to him. Slowly David moved it back and forth, carefully experimenting 
before adding another. The redhead groaned and convulsed, back lifting from the bed. 


"Junior, please." 


David took several deep breaths and spread some of the cool gel along his cock. Even that felt good, and he 
couldn't imagine what it would be like to be buried in his lover. Moving forward, he slowly pushed himself int 
Dave, eyes rolling back as the plush warmth tightened around him. 


Resting on his elbow, he gasped. "Oh, Dave." 


Beneath him, Dave lay still, hands resting at David's hips. He knew he needed to remain still, at least for a 
moment. Knew that he would be hurting Dave, if only for a few minutes. A leg wound around his, pulling him 
close and he took it as his cue. Slowly he began to move, gasping and shivering at the new sensations. A 
gorgeous, tight, warmth enveloped him and he knew he wouldn't last long. Already David could feel his orgasm 


rolling over him, thundering closer. 
Nestling his head against Dave's shoulder, he panted. "Dave. Not gonna-" 


Hands stroked along his back, reaching down and cupping his ass, fingernails digging in. "s okay. Just harder. 


Deeper." 


He did as he was asked, all fear of hurting Dave gone as he pounded into his boyfriend. Fingers raked down his 
back, their voices filling the air around them. Roughly he kissed Dave, the burn of his straining muscles adding 
to the pleasure which roared through him. 


"David. David. David!" 


Wrapping his hand around his boyfriend's cock, David stroked him in time to his thrusts. The sound of his 
boyfriend's voice only drove him, firing up everything which screamed through him. Dave tightened around 
him, warm plushness wrapped around his cock and, with one last thrust, he came long and hard, his seed 
flooding into Dave. His boyfriend's moans vibrated through him, electrifying his skin, drawing every last drop of 
semen from him. Against his palm, he felt Dave's cock throb, a liquid warmth soaking his fingers, before the 


redhead sank to the bed. 


Pressing kisses to Dave's chest, he slid to the bed beside him, arm draped over him. Dark eyes gazed in to his 
own, a sedated look on Dave's shadowy face. Lips found his, kissing him softly. 


"Thank you." 


"No" Carefully he wound a hand into Dave's hair, deepening the kiss. "Thank you." 


With a baseball cap pulled over his eyes, David enjoyed the last of the autumn sun. Already there was a chill 
in the air, and the trees were changing colour. People had begun to hide themselves beneath thicker clothes. 
Soon, the middle of October, they'd celebrate a year of being together. Soon after that, a year of being in 
London. Then his birthday, and then Christmas. It had all gone by so quickly, feeling as though he had only taken 
a single breath since his life had completely changed. 


A cotton bag was slung over one arm, parcels of tapes and letters destined for the post office inside. Trying 
not to look up, David did his best to blend in with the crowd, now fearful that he would be recognised. Even 
though no one from the breeding program had yet to come for them, Michele's lectures on being seen by the 
wrong people had played on his conscience, his paranoia rising 


Pulled along by the crowds, locals and tourists alike, his eyes lifted to scan the buildings. A newspaper vendor 
called their wares, the headlines reaching his ears. One caught his attention and he stopped, looking at the 
wooden sandwich board sitting beside the small cart. A large piece of paper was trapped behind wire mesh, a 
handwritten headline printed on it. 


Government To Vote On Ending Breeding Program. 


A whistle filled his ears, and he swayed a little. Feeling in his pocket, David sorted through the coins. Stepping 

up to the vendor, he purchased a newspaper and stared at the front page. Across the top, the headline rolled 
in black, bold letters while beneath it was a photo of the infamous building, the story sat under that. Thanking 
the vendor, he pushed the paper into the bag and returned to the crowds, another anonymous among millions 


of others. 


With a spring in his step, and joy in his heart, he walked in to the large building marked Royal Mail. If the 
breeding program was about to end he hoped that one of the little brown envelopes would herald another new 
beginning for them. 


Happy Birthday, Junior! 


Author's Notes: 
According to my word count, this is nearly 100,000 words. Never did | think it would get this big! Thanks for 


reading. | really appreciate it! :) 


They celebrated a year of being together, and a year of leaving America Small celebrations were held for 
each. Still they had heard nothing from the tapes they'd sent out, Dave's depression deepening with every 
passing day. Every day, Dave would get up, go to work, and come back worse than before. David had taken to 
staying out of his way, spending his days in the kitchen, and only returning to their apartment when he had to. 
Not even the promise of David's birthday was enough to pull him from it. 


Sitting in bed, the blankets pulled around his legs, David watched his lover sleep. Wondered what was going 
through his head. Today was the day he turned twenty two. Another year older, another year wiser. Yet, 
looking down at Dave, he wondered if any of it were true. Was he wise for staying with the redhead? 
Slipping to his feet, he dressed, and squinted at the small clock just beside their bed It was just before Sam. 
Wandering in to the living area, he switched on the light, and stopped. Handmade decorations hung from the 


walls, a small pile of gifts and cards on the table. A banner, written in Dave's unmistakable handwriting, was 


draped over one wall. 

Happy Birthday, David! 

His scream of delight brought the cats out from their hiding places and, with them in tow, he barreled back 
into the bedroom and jumped on to the bed. Beneath his kisses, Dave groaned and woke, shuffling away before 
sitting up. Sliding to his lap, David looped his arms around his boyfriend's neck and fed him sweet, warm kisses. 


"You remembered,” he murmured, fingers working through Dave's sleep mussed hair. 


Hands tiredly rested in the small of his back, lips barely working against his own. "How could | forget. What 


time is it?" 
"Just gone five." 
"Christ on a bike, Junior! You couldn't have let me get more sleep?" 


"No!" he whined. "Its my birthday and | want you to come and play." A few mewls from the end of the bed 


caught his attention. "The kitties want you to come and play as well." 


Furry bodies heaved themselves on to the bed, the cats curling themselves around the two men. 


"Come on," David pressed. "You can sleep later." He gave Dave another kiss. "Besides, you always say that sleep 


is for the wicked." 


wuna 


After much persuading, Dave finally slid from the bed. He grumbled and bitched but once there was a mug of 
coffee in front of him he perked up. Slowly he gave David his gifts, each one better than the last. Plectrums, a 
notepad and pen, more film for the Polaroid; all were added to the small pile, David becoming more excited by 
the moment. 


"| saved one," Dave said, voice still hoarse with sleep. 


Getting to his feet, the redhead wandered across the room and searched the shelves. Plucking a box from it, 
he returned to his seat and gestured David closer. 


"Come and sit on my lap." 

A small smile played on David's lips. "Why?" 

"Just come and do it. | want this one to be special." 

Placing Snowball on the floor, he sauntered around the table, watching how Dave's eyes tracked him. He couldn't 
believe that the feisty redhead wanted him. Dave could have had anyone but, through the darkness and out 
the other side, he'd remained beside David. 

Sliding himself to Dave's lap, he placed a hand on his boyfriend's shoulder, steadying himself. A gift wrapped 
box was held up for him to take. Slowly David picked away the wrapping, letting it slip from his fingers and to 
the floor. Beneath it was a box, dark green in colour, and looking as though it were covered in leather. The 


hinges creaked as he opened it and the smile he'd worn all morning widened. 


A rope necklace was nestled on a bed of red velvet, a silver plectrum dangling from it. Lifting it from the box, 


David examined it, taking in the strange lock It wasn't like any necklace fastening he'd seen before. 
The jewellery was plucked from his fingers and Dave held it before him. "The lock's special.” 
| gathered." 


Dave's finger flicked something and the two ends came apart. "Once it's put on, and a pin is removed, it's on 


permanently. The only way to remove it is with a cutting tool." 


Feeling his eyes widen, David drew in a sharp breath. "And." 


| want you, David. | want every part of you, and | want the world to know. When we get out of here, | refuse 
to hide. Fuck, we've done enough hiding and enough running to last us the rest of our lives. When everything's 
done, and we're free to roam, it's you, me and the open road. Forever. How does that sound?" 

"Sounds good." 

"So you'll wear it for me?" 

David felt his heart skip a beat. "For you, anything.’ 

Lifting his hair, he closed his eyes as the silver necklace was draped around his neck. With a definite click it 
was locked shut, the pin lying in the palm of Dave's hand. Fingers slid along his jaw, pulling his head down, Dave 
pressing a kiss to his forehead. 

"Mine," he murmured. "Forever and ever." 

Michele stopped him at the kitchen door, a smile on her face. "No work today." 

"Seriously?" 

‘Im serious." She ruffled his hair. "Come back later and I'll have something for you." 

David looked at her, confused. "What are you planning?" 

"Nothing, honestly. Now go and have a good day. Oh, and you've got post" 


‘Oh, okay." His look of confusion must have deepened because her smile grew wider. 


"Post room's up on the main concourse. By the ticket windows you'll find a door marked "Mail Room". Knock and 


they'll let you in. You'll find your pigeon hole on the wall” 


Victoria Station was busy. Very busy. Christmas was fast approaching and everyone was out, either shopping, 
or working, or decorating. Glittering decorations, stored safely from the year before, were slowly going up, 


hanging in amid the rafters and gantries. 


A huge clock hung over the platforms and, standing beneath it, David watched the bustle, taking in the sounds 
and smells. Announcements boomed over the public addresses system, calling trains and passengers. Beyond the 


barriers, he could hear the sounds of engines starting up, deep, rumbling purrs followed by the sounds of 


carriages being drawn away from the station All around him hung the scents of life, of food, of people, of the 
history which the station held. People pushed past him, some apologising, most ignoring him. Not one of them 
stopped him. Not one of them demanded to know who he was and why he wasn't doing his bit for the program. 


Unrecognisable. It was a thought which made him smile. 


Finding the mail room, he knocked on the door and waited. It was opened by a man with a shaved head, tattoos 


snaking up his arms. David felt himself take a step back, only for the man to smile and stop him. 

"David Ellefson? Flat 22" 

"Yeah. Yeah, that's me." 

The man nodded. "Michele told me to expect you. Come on in" 

One wall of the room was covered with pigeon holes. Some were marked with the names of different divisions 
of the station while the others were marked up for the people who lived below ground. Finding theirs, he felt in 


it, heart pounding as he pulled out two envelopes. One was addressed to Dave. The other to him. 


Leaning against the wall, he tore it open, throat tightening as the tears began to prickle his eyes. Inside was a 


handmade birthday card. Carefully he opened it, sliding to the floor as he read the words. 
Dear David 


| hope this reaches you in time. | mailed it back in March. We got your letter and beautiful postcard and we're so 
happy you're doing so well We love you so much and we're so very proud of you. 


Happy 22nd birthday, my baby boy. 


Love you always, 


Mom, Dad, and Elliot 

It was signed off with a few kisses. Clutching it close, he sobbed, knowing that the men who worked the mail 
room were watching. After a few moments, the one who'd opened the door touched his knee. There was a 
concerned look on his face. 

"You alright?" 

He managed a nod. 


"Letter from home?" 


Another nod. 


The man managed a small smile. "We see it all the time. Nothing to be ashamed of. From your Mum?" 
Again, David nodded. 

"Write her back She'll appreciate it.” 

The man offered his hand and David took it, pulling himself up. 

"Don't lose contact with your Mum, okay? Even if its only once a year. You gotta do it, man" 

Smiling, David shook the man's hand. "Thanks." 

"No problem. We're all here to help each other." 


woun 


Handing Dave his letter, David waited with bated breath, the card from his mother clutched to his chest. 
Slowly it was opened, a single piece of folded paper drawn out and straightened. Dave read over it once, twice, 


three times, a grin growing on his face. 


And then he erupted. "Someone wants us, Junior! Armageddon Records! They want to talk about a deal!" 


The Coming of the End 


The letter said that the record company would meet with them in a week and, as per the instructions they'd 


been given, the meeting would take place in the bowels of the London Underground. 

Neither could sleep, the excitement reaching fever pitch. Their love making was quick and frantic, the energy 
crackling from them. It wasn't until the clock beside the bed was nearing 5am that they finally dropped in to a 
fitful slumber. 

A hand shook his shoulder and wearily he batted it away, rolling over and going back to sleep. It returned a 
second later, a voice he didn't recognise hissing his name. Waking with a start, David found himself staring in to 
a flash light. Shielding his eyes, the panic rose and he threw himself across the bed, grabbing at Dave. Beneath 
his hands, the redhead woke. 

"Woah, woah, woah," the voice murmured. "Calm down" 


"Move the fuckin’ light then!" he shot back. 


The light was aimed at the far wall, revealing a man no older than themselves. He was dressed in mismatched 


clothes, his hair ruffled, eyes tired 
"What's goin’ on?" Dave's voice was laden with sleep. 

"We gotta get you out of here. Im Bob by the way.” 

"Why?" Dragging a hand through his hair, David wearily glared at the man 
"The system's gone on to lock down The program are on their way for you." 
David felt his blood run cold, his body suddenly becoming limp. 


"We need to move you," Bob continued. "So get up and get dressed" 


The walk through the tunnels was eerie. They could hear people, lots of people, all of them trapped on their 
daily commute. Their voices wound along the service corridors, the call of announcements mingling with them. 


Wrapped in clothes and a blanket, David shivered as he followed Bob. Scared, so scared. They were so close to 
achieving everything they'd come for and now they'd fallen at the final hurdle. How could they have been so 
stupid? So stupid as to have ignored Michele's advice? Yet, in a city of millions, they thought they'd been safe. 
They thought the glass eyes of the cameras wouldn't see them. Or maybe they hadn't. Maybe someone had 


told the program that they were still alive. The question was, who. 


They made it to one of Victoria's underground thoroughfares. People were mingling about, confused and lost. 
Anger burst from some of them. Weeping from others. They pushed their way through, some people lifting 
their heads and questioning Bob. The young man just shook his head, the radio at his hip crackling. 


‘All entrances and exits have been blocked" 
"Copy that." 

"Tunnel covers are in place." 

‘Copy that." 

"Do we have any agents on trains?" 


"Haven't seen any yet." 


"Bob?" 


He unclipped the radio. "Copy that. We're between platforms one and two. About to enter platform one tunnel. 
Can you confirm that power to the lines is off?" 


"We're working on it. Just got to pull a train on to the platform. There's one behind it which we're going to hold 


in the tunnel. We'll let you know when it's clear." 


"Thanks." He looked them up and down and gave them a small smile. "Come on. We're going to get you in to one 


of the deep level shelters. Keep you safe there." 
The corridors to the platform were crammed with people, Bob calling to them to move to one side. 


"Don't worry. We'll have you out soon," he reassured. "Just got to get this cleared up. Then we'll be home free. 


Please don't panic." 


Like the arched corridors, the platform was also several deep with people. Some leaned against walls. Some 
leaned against one another. All looked frustrated and tired. The line before them was empty and, in the 


distance, the familiar woosh and rattle of an approaching train could be heard. 


"Please stand back from the platform edge," the PA called. "This train will be holding on this platform for the 
duration of the lock down. Do not attempt to board the train" 


David suspected that a similar announcement was being made on board the train, warning people to stay on 
board. Still he felt nervous, dancing from one foot to the other. He wanted to get moving. Wanted to hide. But 
would they be able to? Or would the program tear apart the system to find them? Would they ever be 
found? He'd looked at the Tube map often, memorising the interlinking tunnels and stations, following them with 
his finger. Some had exotic names. Swiss Cottage. Angel. Knightsbridge. Some made him smile. Temple. 
Whitechapel. Chalk Farm. Some made him wonder who'd named them. Arnos Grove. Barking. Hornchurch. He 
hoped to have the chance to explore them all. To learn where their names came from. To look at the system 
which was the oldest in the world. Maybe to even help maintain its aging tunnels. Every inch of it fascinated 


him. But he couldn't do that if he were dead. 
The train slipped in to the station, brakes squealing until it stopped, filling the entire length of the station. 


"Doors will open on the train. Please do not try to board. Please do not try to exit the train. It will be held here 
for the duration of the lock down" 


David looked up and down the length of the white train, watching as the doors slid open. No one moved, all eyes 


on the train. For a moment, no one moved. 


Then, from each door, stepped a black masked and uniformed man, each one brandishing a gun. Screams went 
up and the crowds began to push and run. People tripped and fell, others ignoring them, the fight or flight 


response too strong to wait and stand their ground. 


Bob grabbed them and began to pull them back the way they came, screaming in to his radio as he did, "Tell 
me you're seeing this and tell me the fuckin’ power's off!" 


Over the screams, David could just make out the string of expletives which poured from the CB handset. As 
they rounded a corner, Bob pushed them down and out of the way, their backs against the wire grating of a 
lift engine. Panting, David watched as people fought to move, his hands stretching out to pull some of the fallen 
from beneath the thundering feet. There was blood and scrapes. One of the women he held in his lap was 
barely breathing, blood trickling from her nose and mouth. 

"Sorry," he murmured, the frantic tears beginning to well. "I'm so sorry." 

Her eyes, barely focused, looked at him, her chest painfully rising and falling. Gently he stroked her cheek. She 
looked young, maybe in her late teens, her short life ending in the most terrifying way. His heart cried for her, 
his soul shattering in to a million pieces. Did she have a boyfriend? Who were her parents? What were her 


dreams? Did she want children? 


Pressing his mouth over hers, he began to breath for her, hands pounding against her chest. "Don't go! Please 
don't go! Have my life!" 


Finally Bob pulled him away and David let out a long, low wail, arms holding her close, cradling her to him. "No! 


No! No!" 

People streamed up stopped escalators, gates at the top obviously having been opened to allow them to exit. 
"Stay down there!" the radio screamed, "There's agents up herel" 

"Fuck!" Dave. 


"We're on our way!" was the next broadcast. "We can see you. Stay there!" 


"I want to go! | want to gol" Dave scrambled to his feet only for the butt of a gun to send him sprawling back 
to the floor. Instantly he was on his feet, ready to fight. Finding his voice, David bawled at him to get back 


down. 


Above them stood one of the uniformed agents, their faceless mask staring at them. It was like staring death 
in the face, the end of times upon them. 


"David Warren Ellefson and David Scott Mustaine. You have been found guilty of illegally leaving the Worldwide 


Re-Population Program. Your sentence is death." 


In the melee, David saw the agent go down. Taking his chance, he got to his feet and began to run, the fear 


stinking from him. The escalators closed in before him, freedom only a few steps way. 


Something grabbed at the back of his neck, dragging him to his knees. He hit the tiled floor with a cry, his 
Voice joining that of those who were fleeing. A cold, hard muzzle was pressed in to the back of his neck and 
David heard himself whimper. 


"Please..." 


His voice died as it was pressed closer. From the corner of his eye, he could see that some people had 


stopped, watching in shocked fascination. 


"You illegally left the Re-Population Program," the agent's voice was harsh and tinny, as though computer 


generated. "Your sentence: Death." 


Closing his eyes, he quietly prayed, hands clasped against his knees. It was over. The dream had finally died and 
he hoped that his soul would go to a better place. Maybe it would wind up among the stars he so loved. Or 


maybe it would forever wander the Underground, silently assisting others in need. 


Then the muzzle was gone and David let out another whimper, a tear trickling from one eye. He remained on 


his knees, waiting for the bullet to end his life. 


When it didn't come, he looked over his shoulder, scrambling to his feet as Dave fought with the man. The PA 


system crackled to life. 


"Please evacuate Victoria Underground station in a calm and safe manner. Please only use the left hand 


escalators." 


It repeated itself over and over as the agents came for them. They fought, tooth and nail, others from the 
crowd joining them. Again he was forced to his knees, one uniformed beast holding him while another rammed a 
gun in to the back of his head. The fear and anger rose and fell in equal waves as he kicked and screamed 


against those who held him. They tried to break for the exit, only to be hauled back. They would live and die 


beneath the streets of London, their bodies most likely never found. 


Pressed against a wall, a gloved hand wrapped around his throat, David hissed and spat into the unseen face, 


snarling as a pistol was aimed at his forehead. Around him he smelled the acrid scent of urine. 


Gunshots echoed through the tunnels and David felt his heart hammer, another wretched sound leaving his 
lips. When the head of the masked man exploded in a shower of blood and skull, the sound changed to one of 
joy. Ignoring the bloody mess which covered his clothes, he kicked away the sudden dead weight. 


The agents lay on the ground, all of them dead. At the foot of the escalators stood a group of the Hidden, 
guns lowered. Paul and Michele stood among them, hands wrapped around assault weapons. Smiling, David leaned 
against a wall, and drew in long, shuddering breaths. 


"Thank you," he said. 


Paul nodded, a small smile on his lips. "It's not your time yet. Not for a very long time." 


Photo Perfect Moment 


Victoria Underground station was closed for the rest of the day. They helped to clear up, the bodies of the 
dead being carefully wrapped in white sheets. The system's chaplain came and prayed over the dead. Even the 


agents were treated with the same respect and care, their bodies transported back to the program. 

Finally, as the clocks began to turn towards the evening hours, the job was finished. The place still stank of 
death and David slid down the wall. They'd done this. Their own stupidity had brought this upon the system and 
those who loved and cared for them. The grief he felt at the innocents who had died was overwhelming, his 
heart cold and dead. Around him, shattered tiles were being replaced, the final thing which needed doing before 
the station could go back online. 

Michele sat next to him and draped an arm around his shoulders. "Don't feel guilty." 

"But | do," he quietly replied. 


"It happens." Her hand gently stroked his head. "It's not the first time they've discovered that people aren't 
dead." 


| thought you said they didn't find our.” 

"Oh, they do. But they're too stupid to think that we repeatedly do it" 

"What happened the last time?" Did he really want to know? He wasn't so sure. 

Beside him, Michele sighed and he rested his head against hers, his arm going around her shoulders. He already 
knew the answer, already knew that those the program had been looking for had died. It was why they'd 
reacted so strongly. Why the system had gone in to shut down Why they'd come for them. They didn't let 
their own die, not under any circumstances. And those they looked after rewarded them in ways the Hidden 
could never imagine. He knew that, once it was all over, that they'd have their his undivided devotion 

"Dave." She waved over the redhead. "Come and sit together. You need each other right now." 

Michele pulled away and Dave settled beside him. Their arms instinctively found one another and they held on 
as though they would be washed away. Tears came, the grief powerful and all consuming. They'd survived, but 
only just. 

Once the tears abated, he looked to Michele. "Won't there be a war?" 


"Between?" 


"The government and the Underground?" The thought of more bloodshed because of them sickened him. 


Michele shook her head. "No. The government makes too much in taxes from the Underground to start a war. 
Which, in a way, is a good thing as it affords us protection. They wouldn't want to see that revenue disappear 


because people were too scared to come down here. We can only hope that today's headlines are true." 
"What did they say?" 


The shock and exhaustion wore from Michele's face to be replaced with a smile. "They said that the breeding 


program will end on January Ist. Six weeks from now." 


Holding Dave close, David could feel the tears prickle his eyes once more. Freedom, their true freedom, was 


only days away. 


The meeting with the record label was held in Michele's office. While it once felt large, with four band 
members, two executives, and Michele, it suddenly felt small and claustrophobic with people propped on chairs, 


the desk, and the floor. 


The two men, both dressed in suits but sporting long hair and tattoos, introduced themselves as Phil and Mark. 
Nervous energy rattled through the air as the four young men stared at them. 


"Your demo was good," Phil began. "A little rough around the edges, but that we like. It's gritty and raw, primal. 
The kind of thing we'd expect to come from people who'd survived The Crash." 


Closing his hand around Dave's leg, David listened to the men. They listed what was good, and what was bad, 
about the demo. The positives far outweighed the negatives, but it didn't stop Dave from tightening. Already 
David could feel an anger begin to rattle his boyfriend. 


"We want to offer you a contract," Mark said. 
A collective "Yes!" rolled around the room, hand clapping backs and shoulders. 


"We understand," the man continued, "that until the breeding program has been shut down, that you can't 
leave the Underground. That's fine. We can work around that. Although, if it is to close down in the New Year, 
then we'll be okay. We won't be starting any work this side of Christmas. We'd like to offer a contract for the 


first three albums." 


David could feel his head swimming, a smile tugging at his lips. An exhaustion began to fall over him, a 
tiredness which had been sitting with him ever since he'd met Dave all those months ago. Now everything was 
coming true. The program was ending. They'd formed a band. Secured a contract. It was time to finish off the 


world. 


"Is there anything you'd like to add?" Phil asked. 


"Yeah," Dave's voice was low and husky. "This is my project. You're not gonna make me change lyrics or 


musical style, right? | want to make a statement. | ain't gonna be someone's puppet" 
From the corner of his eye, David watched the two men stiffen 


"No." Mark. "We're a metal label. You know this, otherwise you wouldn't have sent anything to us. We'll work 
with you, your vision. We'll offer our support, our services, all of that. We believe that, being the first band of 
your kind to come out this side of The Crash, that you have a valuable tale to tell and we want to hear it." 


“All right then 
"Do we have a deal?" Phil. 


Beside him, David felt his boyfriend straighten up. "Yeah, yeah we have a deal." 


The partying went for hours, and their rampaging through the tunnels was something which would become a 
local urban legend. Young, and high on life, they ran, screaming and laughing, hands grabbing at one another. 


In the dead of night, at Goodge Street station, David found himself pressed against the green and cream tiles, 
Jack's hands roaming over him as they drunkenly kissed. His hands wound into the long, dark hair, gently 
tugging, the other man hissing against his lips. Whiskey tainted tongues teased and taunted, the kiss deepening 
until hands which weren't theirs began to pull them apart. Dave stood over them, laughing, a bottle of bourbon 


clasped in one hand. The amber liquid poured over their lips, harsh and warm, heightening their passion. 


Drunk, they'd fallen in to bed, Adam politely excusing himself to sleep on the couch while the others fucked and 
howled until sleep had finally whisked them away. 


Christmas came and went with a party like no other. Gifts were exchanged, and another charm was added to 
the necklace which David so proudly wore. A tiny treble clef sat beside the plectrum, the lock still holding 
strong, just as his love for the redhead remained strong. Nothing would break them apart. Not the threat of 
violence, nor the program, nor death. They would remain together forever, a bond which could never be 


broken. 


New Year's Eve dawned cold and frosty, a crisp bite to the air. Sitting on a bench outside Victoria Station, 
David watched a grey dawn break over the city. Excitement tickled his skin as the final day of 198b ticked away. 
Tomorrow would dawn a brand new day with a brand new future. The breeding program would finally die its 


death and Dave and he could begin to enjoy everything they'd worked for. 


It had been a hectic year filled with new found friendships, love, prison, a place where they weren't judged, and 
much more. It hung over David like a cloak, one which had nearly broken him and yet helped him to grow. No 
longer was he scared of who he was. No longer did he fear the man he'd grown in to. He revealed in the 


unknown, in the future. It was a future which was as bright as the sun itself. 


As midnight neared, Dave and himself stood beneath the station's iconic clock. Around them, people partied and 
sang, the seconds counting away. As the first cry if "Ten!" filled the air, he clutched Dave close. 


"This is it!" he murmured, his heart racing. 


Dave's arms wrapped around him as they joined in, their glee joining that of the hundreds of other members 


of the Hidden. 

"Nine!" 

"Eight!" 

"Seven!" 

"Six!" 

"Fivel" 

"Cour" 

'Threel" 

"Two!" 

"This is it!" he screamed, fingers tightening into Dave's shirt. 
"ONE! Happy New Year!" 


Confetti filled the air, mixing with the cheers. Their hands were grabbed by random strangers, joyful smiles on 
everyone's faces as they all burst in to "Auld Lang Syne". 


When they'd finished, he grabbed Dave, hands drifting into the thick waves of red hair. Gently, he brushed his 


lips against his boyfriend's, smiling when Dave responded. 


"Happy New Year, Dave. Welcome to a new beginning." 


The kiss was deepened and David took in a sharp breath as he was lifted off his feet. "Happy New Year, David. 


Thank you for believing in me." 


Twenty Years Later 


Author's Notes: 
Well, this is it! Thank you to everyone who\'s been on this journey. Thank you for your love and 
encouragement in helping me complete this story. You\ve helped inspire me, and | really appreciate it. And you 


never know, there might be a sequel.. ;) Thank you and enjoy! 


2006 


True to their word, the UK branch of the Worldwide Re-population Program had ended at |20lam, January Ist 
1981. Dave and himself had been freed from the shackles of death, freed to go and live their lives. 


In the weeks following the announcement, their lives had changed forever. They'd recorded and released their 
first album within two months. A short tour had followed. From there, things had only grown at a rate they 
had never imagined. Drugs and alcohol became the norm, Michele nursing both of them back to health on 
several occasions. While David had managed to kick his addictions first time, Dave had suffered for years 


before finally finding the willpower to remain clean 


Despite their growing popularity, the tours, and their ballooning addictions, they'd chosen to remain living in the 
Underground, returning every time. Some of their earnings went to help the system, keeping their rooms in 
check, and for someone to look after the cats. It was the place they'd called home from the start, and a tie 


which they'd felt they couldn't break. That was, until 1992 when the US finally became safe to live in again 


A working government had been reinstated, the slates had been wiped clean, and a proper rebuilding effort had 
gotten underway. True to their word, they'd returned, the cats in tow, and the ache of leaving London's Hidden 
behind all too raw. Yet they'd passed through New York, reuniting themselves with the Hidden of the subway. 
Revere had been alive and well, greeting them like long lost family. From there, they'd returned to Minnesota, 
the tears of joy in Francis's eyes too much to take. Six years they'd been away. Jackson had suffered, and 
flourished once more. They'd been welcomed back, given a place to stay while they made plans to finish their 


world domination. 


Over the years, they'd had an almost revolving door policy with drummers, Adam leaving during the tour of 
the second album. He'd never bonded with them in the way that Jack had. Jack continued to share their bed, 
coming and going as he was needed, a gentle support for David when Dave's drug fuelled rampages got out of 
hand. Yet, when he and Dave needed time together, Jack melted away, only to return a few hours later. They 
loved him just as they loved one another, and they knew that he loved them. 


And now they were back in London, promoting album number seven. Along the way they'd won awards, 
accolades, and the love of music fans. Their high speed screaming music and politically inspired lyrics had seen 


the people sit up and listen. 


Standing before a tall, four story, white washed house, David smiled. It would be good to see Paul and Michele 
once more. In his pocket was a check for seventy thousand pounds, the blood money they'd paid for him back 
in 1986, plus interest. He'd finally found out, after years of putting pressure on Michele, that they'd paid in 
excess of ten thousand pounds to have him released. It was time to pay back one more debt. 

Walking up the steps, he took a deep breath of the slightly smoggy London air and pressed the doorbell. Despite 
all that had happened his bond with Dave remained strong and true. It was a promise they'd made to one 
another and, on a wall in their California home, was their Bonded Couples certificate, proudly framed for all to 
see. The necklace Dave had give him still hung around his neck twenty years later, albeit tarnished and warn 


Nothing could break them apart. 


The black door opened and David felt his heart patter. Beyond it stood Paul, older and plumper than before, but 


still the man he had known. 

A smile spread across his face. "David." 

He felt himself smile, the innocence of those past years returning. "Hello, Paul.” 
From somewhere in the house a distinct voice yelled, "Paul, who is it?" 

Its David, honey." 


There was the sound of bustling and the man was pushed out of the way. A woman who didn't look to have 
aged flung herself at him, hugging him tight before clasping his face. 


"My little farm boy," she said with a wide smile. Mischief sparkled in her eyes. "My, you've grown" 


He chuckled and pressed a kiss to her forehead. "You say that every time. l'm starting to get worried that I'm 
getting fat." 


She grinned and patted his flat stomach. "Not in the slightest. Might have to remedy that." 

Taking his hand, she lead him through the neat and tidy house. The walls were lined with photos, many of them 
from their times below ground. A few caught his eye and he stopped, smiling as he ran his fingers over the 
glass frames. 

They were of them, Megadeth, playing to sold out shows around the world. 


| can't believe you kept them," he softly said, tears beginning to mist his eyes. 


"We had to. You're one of our greatest success stories." 


He stared at them, watching how the years changed them. Every concert they'd done in the UK, Paul and 
Michele had been there backstage, cheering them on like proud parents. In a way they were. They'd guided 
them and looked after them through some of the darkest times of their lives and, despite Dave and he moving 
on, they'd remained firmly in touch. Neither of them could imagine life without the guiding hands and quiet 
encouragement of the Mitchels. 

They continued through the house and to a garden which looked like a park. The sun beat down on it, a set of 
table and chairs beside wide open doors. An explosion of colour danced through the garden and, amid it all, 


David heard the tinkling of water. 


Paul and Michele had left the Underground in 2004. While they still worked beneath the city, they craved the 
space and fresh air and, as a gift, the staff had brought them the sprawling town house. It was a far cry 
from their previous living arrangements but, as Michele had explained, neither of them were getting any 


younger. 


She lead him to the garden, offering him a seat. The smile never left her face. "It's good to see you again, 


David. We do miss you." 

He smiled as he sat. "And we miss being here. Every time | come to London, | feel like I've come home." 
"Would you consider living here again?" 

He thought about it for a moment before nodding. "Yeah, | would” 

"Well, why don't you?" 


Pausing, he looked at the sky. Birds sang and an aircraft roared overhead. Come back to London? Could they do 
it? 


"At some point, Paul and | would have to give up our jobs and someone needs to take over." 
"But surely there are people who are more qualified" 


She grinned, her eyes sparkling. "There are. But I'd like it to go to someone who loves that place as much as | 


do." 

He took a deep breath, weighing up the options. They could keep the band and make London their headquarters. 
They'd have people to take over when they needed to tour. The excitement of going back below ground sent a 
shiver down his spine. 


"Ill speak to Dave," he replied. 


Paul brought out a tray of tea, placing it on the table. Reaching in to his pocket, David held out the folded 


check. 
"This is why | really came to visit today." 
Michele took it from him and unfolded it, her forehead creasing. "David, why?" 


‘I've spent the last twenty years owing that money. That's what you paid to get me out of prison, plus the 
interest" 


"You don't have to do this." She looked up at him, face a little sad. 


"I do. You helped me and now it's time to repay you. Do what you must with the money. All| want is to see 
you all happy and safe." 


"You won't take it back will you?" 
He laughed. "Absolutely not!" 


Pouring tea, Michele pushed a china cup toward him. "So, what does it feel like to have taken on the world and 


won?" 
Smiling, David closed his eyes and turned his face to the sun. The warmth flooded over his skin, chasing away 
the nightmares which had been their life twenty years previously. "Amazing," he softly replied. "Absolutely 


amazing." 


THE END 


